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THE 
JOLLY COMPANION; 
A CURE for CARE. : 


PE RR OK XN DT: 
A MEDLEY SERENATA. 


Tune — ben all the Attic Fire was ed. 
WJ HEN great Auguſtus fighing lay, 5 
In ſorrow paſs'd the hapleſs day, | 

- In vain each heart was tried, | 
Ah! who his virtues can ſupply, 9 
Behold the youthful heir is nigh! 
The prince, the nations cried, 


Tune Vith Swords on their Thighs. 


All noble in preſence, behold he appears, | 
His ſubjects to cheriſh, and baniſh their fears z; - 
In wiſdom replete, to the ſtate he's a friend, 
And juſtice, and mercy, alike he'll defend. 


A 2 


/ 


— 


Tune 


Ss 


Tune—The Eillies of France. 


Tho! fate with affliction naw-weighs down his fire, 

The beams on each mind, what each mind can require ; 
A regent ſo worthy each ſubje& muſt love, 
And ages to come will his ccaduct approve. 


Tune—See the Godslike HV. outh advances 


Love, and peace, and friendſhip ſmile, 
To advance our happy iſle ; | 
Hand in hand the graces rove, 

And felicity improve. 


Tune—My Banks are all furniſh'd with Bees, 


1 Our arts and our commerce ſhall ſpread 
1] To climates far diſtant from home; 
3 Sweet olive-rob'd peace lift her head, $ 
3 And the hydra of faction be dumb. 
Fach nymph and each ſwain ſhall be gay, - 
And mirth ſhall each moment prolong ; | 
The Regent enliven'd each day, 
And his name be the theme of each ſong. - 


1 CHORYU 5. 

' Love, and peace, and friendſhip ſmile, 

ö To advance our happy iſle; 

1 8 Hand in hand the graces rove, 
With felicity and love. 


THE DEVIL A CARE WILL CARE I. 


TFX7 HILE ſome are continually crying with care, 
And the ſweeteſt enjoyments of life will not ſhare ; 

Such pitiful notions 1 till will defy, 205 

For I promiſe, the devil a care will care I, 


* 9 K. „* 
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The 
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By >, 
The miſer may doat on his ill-gotten pelf, 
So careful, he has not a ſoz for himſelf ; 


'That riches is uſeful, I ſhall not deny, 
Yet I promiſe, the devil a care will care I. 


Dame fortune is fickle, and turns round her wheel, 
Her ſmiles I ſhall court not, her frowns ſhall not feel 
With love, and with Bacchus, the jade I defy, * 
For I promiſe, the devil a care will care I. 


The fal lals of faſhion, unheeded paſs by, 
They touch not my heart, and they tempt not my eye; 
For title, or ſplender, I never will try, 

And I promiſe, the devil a care will care I. 
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DRINKING SONG 
Tune Con tented am. 


WIEN a bumper's before me, how happy am I, 
No care ever enters my breaſt; 
I count not the moments, but let them all fly, 
But the preſent I know are the beſt. 


Let the dealers in morals ſententiouſly prate, 
And tell them that life's but a ſpan; 
Like others I know I am ſubject to fate, 
So of life I'll make all that I can. 


If fortune mould frown, T will never ropine, - f 
The jade ſtill is fickle I know; 1 


Give me a good friend, and a bumper of wine, 
Thoſe are bleſſings the chiefeſt below. 


No ſect I deſpiſe, yet to none I am bound, 
For ſtill I am eaſy and free; 


With a heart-chearing ſong let the ev'ning be crown'd, 
So mirth and good liquor for me. 


The 


* 
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3 
The miſer may hoard, and the tradeſman may toil, 
Why let them purſue their own way ; 


If I've but the comforts of life I can ſmile, 


And meagre-fac'd care keep away. 


Then give me my bumper and true hearty friend, 


My time ſtill ſhall merrily paſs ; 
I will laugh, and will tipple, unto my life's end, 
Nor look at the ſand in the glaſs, 
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— A 8 0 N OG. 
Tune — There was an old Mar. 


HERE's s Humphreys, Mendoza, and Johnſon, they 
tell ns, 


- In the great art of boxing are very*great fellows ; 


And if Fame ſpeaks truth, tho? ſhe ſometimes will lie, 
They never regard bloody noſe or black eye. 


= Noſe or Black eye. | 


As chronicles tell us, not many years back, 8 
The town was delighted with Broughton and Slack; 
- Then the Nailor and Dyer, came in for their mare, 


— 


And the noble and great did to ſee them-prepare. 


To. ſee them prepare. 
To hk the higheſt of ratiks are inclin'd, | 


"Tis a paſtime for quality ſurely refin'd; 
Right and left, and croſs-buttocks, muſt ſurely delight, 
And bullies and beaux all away to the fight. | 

Axvay to the fight, Sc. 


To lee * they ſar, it muſt do the heart good, 
Their muſcular bodies all ftreaming with blood; 


But if with a blow one lies panting for breath, 
What applauſe muſt attend on hero | in death. 


Hero in Seek; "We. 


* 


1 


A ſcene 


W ow 
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kd yi. TY .% hd . i. o _ * YT Wy. . 


A ſcene ſuch as this muſt be ſure very grand, 

While the ſeconds with bottles beſide take-their ſtand ; 

What care when they fall, for to raiſe them again, 

And the claps to their courage ſoon ſoftens their pain. 
Softens, Se, 

Such boxing at FA mes 1 engage, 

Out of town they all run to the gymnaſtic ſtage; 

Then let them box on, while we merrily ſing 


Succeſs to the FRO and health to the king. 
Heal! h t 0, SD. . 
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SW. * 
Tune Sing tantararara. 


Ser boxing's in faſhion, you'll not think one wrong 
As T am in the humour to ſing you a ſong ; 
If that is agreed to, for ſilence I call, 
And I will fig tantararara, box all, 
L Sing ard; Oe. 
The lawyer's a boxer we plainly may ſee, 
When you aſk his advice how he boxes the fee; 
The doctor likewiſe to, he puts in his claim, 
For boxing his patient 7 find is his game. 
- Sing tantararara, &c, 
The orthodox parſon, muſt ſurely come next, 
Who hammers his cuſhion, and boxes his text ; 
His ſermons are fill'd with beſt of advice, | 
That box your lives better you may in a trice. 
Sing tantararara, Sc. 
The merchant he boxes with traffic for gain, 
And ventures his ſtock on the turbulent main; 
The ſoldier ſo hardy, as all may ſuppoſe, 
He like a good fellow ſtill boxes our foes. 
Si tantararara, De. 6. 
The ſcholar he bones his tearnin g about, 
The critic ill· nature, you need not to doubt; 
The poets in odes, and in ſony "43 AM 
TT poor fellow, he boxes ys time, „ 
Sing tantararara, Ge. 


Jack 


# 


* 


1s troubled with ſiekneſs and woe, 


9 


Jack boxes the compaſa, and minds well the log, 
And when he has leiſure he boxes the grog; 
By land or by ſea, then no cenſure can fall, 
So, loud JI * :antararara box all. 
Sing taxtararara, Sc. 
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On CHASTEEI LOVAI 


OVE's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delight ; 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unite. 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, q 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation ; 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 


Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


% 
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JJ“. -'8::0-N 6, 
OCCASIONED BY HIS MAJESTY'S ILLNESS. 
Tune Bazks are all furniſh'd with Bees. 
HAT mournful, what murmurs are theſe ? 

Why droops now each nymph and each fwain ? 
The dance, or the ſong cannot pleaſe, 
Neglected each ſport of the plain: 


The cauſe of each grief all muſt know, ; 
Palemon, the great and the good, 


By terror, alas! is ; purſi'd. | | 


CY 


Palemon, the prince of the plain, 
Of ſhepherds, the father, the chief; 
To ev'ry true honeſt ſwain, 
Is the cauſe of this ſorrow and grief: 
His virtues each ſubje& muſt own, 
So mild, and ſo kind unto all; 
For juſtice ſupported his throne, 
Yet mercy attended his call, 


How happy where ever he went, 
The ſhepherds and nymphs did appear ; 

Each cottager liv'd with content, 

And pleafure was found all the year: 
Now careleſs the lambkins all ſtray, 

The ſhepherd fits ſad in the ſhade ; 
Dull and heavy the time goes away, 
Since gentle Palemon's diſmay'd. 


O health! thou chief bleſſing below, 
To the wiſhes of all now attend ; 
The balm of recov*ry beſtow _ 
On Palemon, our parent and friend: 
| Reſtore him once more to the plain, 
And make all the land to rejoice ; 
To him, we'll our pipes tune again, 
His goodneſs ſhall ſwell ev'ry voice. 
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BY w. k. 
Tune —Iantbe the lovely. 


To a cheriſhing glaſz, a good friend, and good fire. 
i B . Secluded 


= 


( 16.) 


Secluded from faction, from folly, and noiſe, 

Ho tw eet paſs my moments, how great are my Joys, 
A pipe gives a zeſt to the bumper in view, Y 
And pleature attends while the bottle's in view; 

Still at night with good-humour, I chuſe to retire, 

: To a cheriſhing glaſs, a good triend, and good fire. 


The heart - cheering ſong then goes merrily round, 

And wit, wirth and glee, till with laughter'is crown 'd, 
With Momus, with Comus, with Bacchus, I join, 
And toaſt the kind laſs, as I tofs of my wine; 

For what greater bliſs can my fancy defire ? ed 
| Then a cheriſhing glaſs, a good friend, and good 2 


When ſpring, and hen ſummer, and autumn is paſt, 
The winter of life will approach at the laſt, 

But then when the blood in my veins it runs chill, 
Good wine is a cordial, the moments to kill ; 

At night with good-humour, I chiuſe to retire, RE 
To a cheriſhing glaßs, a me _ and good ne 


* 


* 
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T A E CIRCLING, F 
r 


a} 


AJ HILE we enjoy the circling glas,, 
And ſpend our hours in mirth and glee, 
While the minutes gayly paſs; ;, - 
And all around 1s  Jolity 3 ; Pb? 


Let us reflect, while, thus we . 
1 To taſte anboùnded eai thly 7 
8 While we fail dow pleaſure's ſtream, 
| That exceſs all bliſs deſtroys. . —4 


Ti that which undermines eat fas; * x 
And robs us of our health and 41 > 

By that the mightieſt foes are Alain, :; 

2 25 - And Woes abundantly —_ 


1 
Thus now the glaſs which chears our hearts, 
And diſſipates all gloomy care, 


Which for a time relief imparts, 
And drowns in mirth forlorn deſpair. 


May, if we ſet not proper bounds, 
And know not when our hands to ſtay, 
Give that which ev'ry joy confounds, 
And drive all happineſs away. 


2 uantum ſufficit, ſays the ſage; 
Simple words of vaſt import ; 

Let theſe our earlieſt thoughts engage 
When we ſocial pleaſures court. 


For mediocrity alone 
Can make us future comforts taſte ; 
This all jovial ſouls muſt ow n, 
Who now. by flow conſumption waſte. 


Be wiſe ur time, perceive the hints J give, 

Avoid intemp'rance if you wiſh to live; 

Then may your days with laſting joys be bleſt, 
Your life be long, and ſweet your hours of reſt, 
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ADA TO RURAL LIFE. 
WROTE BY MR. M. E. | 
Tune—The new flown Birds. 


A® yet a youth, and unbetray'd 
I ſought the rural throng ; 

The purling ſtream, the cooling ſhade, 

Inſpir'd my artleſs ſong ; 
How happy then each moment paſs'd, 

No envy, paſſio n, ſtrife, * 
Till Folly's cloud my mind o'ercaſt, 

And whiſper'd thus“ See life.“ 


* Adieu 


( 12 


Adieu the grove, adien the plain, 
Adieu the purlitig ſtream, 

No more your charms can entertain, 
No more muſt be my theme; 

The town a difterent ſcene will prove, 
Where yleafures always rife, . 

Where bucks and bloods, and wine and love, 
Fill up the ſpan of life. 


Hark ! Comus calls to midnight joys, 
Where Circe fills her cup ; 
This thought alone each mind employs, 
/ Kill time, and keep it up: 
For this the cit his counter quits, 
And loneſome leaves his wife, 
With ſots, and noiſy wou'd-be-wits, 
For what ?—for ſeeing life. 


Yet oh ! how vain this ſtrange defire, 
_ How vague the joys they ſhare, 
| The bowl enfeebles. nature's fire, 
| | And folly brings forth eare :: 
4 A thouſand ills attendant wait, 
\ The piſtol, ſword, or knife ; 
And all the hours in future fate, 

if * Are kill'd by ſeeing life. 


\ Farewell the town, ſuch joys I leave 

; To ſpendthrifts, knaves, and cheats, 

1 For decent mirth can ne'er deceive, 

: And prudence has more ſweets ; 

The grove, the ſhade, I'Il ſeek again, 
And chuſe an artleſs wife; 

Content to grace my:cot ſhall deign, 

4 Adieu to ſeeing life. 
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I F *tis joy to wound a lover, 

How much more to give him eaſe ? 
When his .paſſion we diſcover, 

Oh how pleaſing 'tis to pleaſe, 


FOR | 


1130 


FOR FOUR VOICES, . 
Tune Life is a Bubble, Sc. 


en E, drink, my friend Harry, and drive away 
care; 

Come, drink, my friend Tom, or you'll not have Four 
ſhare; 

Come, Dick, prith'ee circle the bumper about; 

Come, landlord, another, this bottle is out. 


Tus DYING ROSE; 
COMPOSED BY MR. MUULD. 


5 & H E valmy zephyrs breath'd their ſtore, | 
= And wav'd the gentle breeze; 
The buſy day of toil was c'er, 

And nature tought tor eaie. 


*T was near a daiſey ſprinkled mead, 
A bluſhing role I feund, 

Waſting its odours in the air, 
Its ſweetneſs on the ground. 


Sweet flow'r, I cried, how ſhort thy bloom, 
And ſnateh'd it to my breaſt, . 


Here mny*ſt thou ſhed they laſt perfume, 
And find eternal reſt. 


Yet no-—to Delitt's boſom ſteal, 
Who boaſts her youthful prime, 

And tell her plaialy th it her charins 
Too ſoon muſt fade like thine, 


Then on her boſom breathe thy laſt, 
Walz rf thy fue lo re! 

An! muk, with {orrow, ud thy doom, 
That thou ſhait bloom no more 
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GEORGE RIDLER's OFEN. 


Inferhid by defire. 


* H E ſtones that built George Ridler's oven, 
And they came from the Blackeney's quar, 
And George he was a jolly old man, 
And his head did grow above his hair, 


One thing in George Ridler I muſt commend, 
And that was for a notable thing ; 

He made his brags before he died, 

' With any three brothers his ſons ſhould ſing, 


There was Dick the treble, and Jack the mean; 
(Let every man {ing in his own place ;) 
And George he was the elder brother, 
And therefore he would fing the baſs. 


My hoſteſs's maid (her name was Nell) 
A pretty wench, and I lov'd her well ; 
I lov'd her well, and the reaſon why, 

Becauſe ſhe lov'd my dog and I. 


My dog has got him ſuch a trick, 
To vifit maids when they are ſick, 
When they are ſick, and like to die, 
O thither go my dog and I, 


My dog is good to catch a hen, 
A duck or gooſe is meat for men; 
And where good company I ſpy, 
O thither go my dog and I. 


My mother told me when I was young, 
If I did follow the good ale pot, 

That ale would prove my overthrow, 
And I ſhould wear a thread- bare coat. 


When 


„ 


When I have three fixpences under my thumb, 
O then I am welcome wherever I come; 

But when 1 have none, O then I paſs by, 

Tis poverty parts good company. 


If 1 ſhould die, as it may hap, 

My grave ſhill be under the ſtrong beer-tap, 
In folded arms there will J lie, 

Cheek by jule my dog and J. 
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LE VERRO VU, 


WRITTEN BY MR. ROBSON. 


I Once had a Lover, that tried ev'ry art 

To make me believe he was honeſt at heart; 
He call'd me a Goddeſs, Diana, and Dear— 
To my chamber I flew, —he follow*d me there: 
In vain the purſuit, tho? he vow'd to prove true, 
My only protection was- dcar Le Verrou. 


In ſolitude oft flow*d the heart grieving tear, 

In vain were his ſighs, for I ſcorn'd to give car: 

His ſentiments icigned—all deception and plot, 
H' d love me for ever, but marry me not. 

So I bade him get hence, no longer purſue : 

The chamber-door ihut—he ſigh, d—Oh! Le Verrou. 


Thus, men are all falſe, tho* by beauty inſpir'd, 
The paſſion of virtue is ſeldam adnur*d :; 

Th' old, ugly, decrepi:l,—men call them all fair, 
And will not dare wed, tho? to trifle will dare; 
So to dear little love Ino bid adieu, 

Till Hymen himſelf ſliall remove T.c Verron, 


BAC Hus 
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BACCHUS and ARIADNE. 
A AN TAT 4 
BY MR. w. k. 


77... ATIVE 


＋ HE lovely Ariadne left behind, 

By faithleſs Theſus, with diſturbed mind; 
And tear-ſtain*d cheeks her ſorrow thus diſplays, 
While ſhaggy lions liſten to her lays ; 

So ſweet her voice, the wildeſt brutes grew tame, 
To hear the ſad complaining love-fick dame. 


AIR. 

Tune—Life's like a ſhip in couſtant motion. 
Faithleſs Theſus, o'er the ocean 
Spreads his fails and flies from me; 

O! how falſe was his devotion, 

O!] how hard my deftiny : | 

Storms and tempeſts overtake him! 
Since inconſtant as the wind; 

Love and honour cannot make him 
To my wiſhes, true and kind. 


RECI-TA TTY Es, 


Bacchus, the jolly God of roſy wine, 
Beheld, and to her beauty did incline ; 
He ſtop'd his chariot to condole the fair, 
And gave her cordials to remove deſpair. 


A -T Ro 


Tune -en Strephon appears how my heart pit- a- pats. 
When you taſte of this liquor that's preſs'd from the wine, 
Of Theſus you'll ſoon think no more; 
*Tis a med'cine, acknowledg'd by all, quite divine, 
Taſte, and then be convinc'd of its pow'r. 


RECITATIVE 


1 


Nei r Ari. 


The God prevaild—ſhe took the ſparkling bowl, 
Drank deep, and found new joys her care controul ; 
A charming bluih now glow'd upon her face, 

Her beauty bloom'd with more inviting grace 

And teated, ſmiling, by young Bacchus” ſide, 

The charms of wine ſhe ſung with conſcious pride. 


3 
Tune — Come, chear up your hearts. 


Great God of the vine, your cordial's divine, 
Farewell to a falſe-hearted rover; 

He may go where he will, while of wine I've my fill, 
And the jolly God, Bacchus, my lover : 

"Tis wine that inſpires, with tender deſires, 
And baniſhes forrow away; 

»Tis pleaſant, tis charming, the boſom ſtill warming, 
It has made her quite happy and gay. 
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BONNY BET. 


SUNG BY MR. JOHNSTONE, IN THE FARMER» 


N more I'll court the town bred fair, 
Who ſhines in artificial beauty, 
For native charms, without compare, 
Claim all my love, reſpect and duty. 


a 0 
C HOOK. WU 0 * 


O my bonny, bonny Bet, ſweet bloſſom. 
Was I a king, ſo proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 
To grace thy faithful lover's boſom, 
O hy bornr, bonny Bet, Ee. 


Let, 


B 
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Yet, iſs me where thoſe beauties lie, 
I cannot ſay in ſmile or dimple, 
In hlooming checks or randiant eye, 
Tis happy nature wild and ſimple. 
O my bouny, Jonny Bet, Cc. 


Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And ſi gh in numbers trite and common, 
Ye Gods, one darling with be mine, 
And all I atk is lovely woman, 
O my bonny, Bonny Bet, Sc. 


Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl, 
Like thy bright eye with pleaſure dancing, 
My heaven art hon, ſo take my foul, 
With raptute ev'ry ſenſe entrane ing. 
O my bonny, bonny Bet, Sc. 


CC.. 


SOCIAL POWERS. 


Ii ſerted by deff re. 1 

C OM E then all ye Social Powers, G 
Shed your influence o'er us, 1 
Crown with joy the preſent hour, | | 
Enliven thoſe before us. \ 
CC HH: O-KR-U $3. 1 


Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us, 
Drink and dance, and laugh and ſing, 
And caſt dull care behind us. 


Since time will ſteal away, 
In ſpite of all our ſorrow, 
Let's heighten ev'ry to joy to-day, 


And never mind to-morrow. 
Bring the flaſh, Sc. 


Friendſhip, 


19-3 


Friendſhip, with thy pow*r divine, 
Brighten all our features ; 
What but friendſhip, love and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures ? þ 
Bring the flaſh, Sr. 


Love, thy godhead I adore, 
Source of gen'rous paſiions ; 

But will ne'er bow down before 
Thoſe idols, wealth and faſhions. 


Bring the flaſh, Su. 


Why the plague ſhould we be ſid, 
Whilſt on earth we moulder ?, 
Whether merry, grave or mad, 
We every day grow older. 
Þriag the Saſh, Se. 
C 
. UP 1 WER UN AP? UA UP . 4 


G L E E. 


WII H my jug in one hand, and my pipe in the other, 
I drink to my neighbour and friend; 
My cares in a whitk of tobacco Þil ſmother, 
For this I know ſhortly muſt end. 
While Ceres moſt kindly refils my brown jug, 
Wich good ale I will male myſelf mellow, 
In my old wicker chair I will feat myſelt ſnug, 
Like a jolly and true happy fellow. 
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I N purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks that have ſtray'd, 
One morning I rang'd o'er the plain; 
But alas ! after all my reſearches were made, 
perceiy'd that my labour was vain, 
| B 2 + 
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At length growing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, 
] reſoly*d to return back again; 

It was uſeleſs I thought to ſeek after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 


On this my return pretty Phoebe ] ſaw, 
And to love her I could not refrain ; 
To ſolicit a kiſs, 1 approach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain. 


But Phcebe, I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no longer complain : 

She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 
Yourg Collin, your labour's in vain, 


Then I eagerly claſp*d her quite cloſe to my breaſt, 
And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again; 

O Collin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
That your labour ſhall til} be in vain. 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and vows, 
Compation ſhe took on my pain; 

She now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
So no longer I labour in vain, 
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O VE ſounds th' alarm, 
And fear is a flying; 
When beauty's the prize, 
What mortal fears dying? 


In defence of my treaſure 
I'll bleed at each vein; 
Without her's no pleaſure, 

For lite is a pain. 
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WROTE ON PURPO3E FOR THI3 WORK 


Tune—Tho' J ſweep to and fro, Se. 


HO? duſt ho! T ery, as I drive thro? the flreet, 

Yet there's many more duſt-men beſides, that I meet, 
Who trudge for the duſt, o'er all parts of the town, 
Tho' their coat's not ſo duſty as mine, I muſt own, 


CHOR U $. 


Tho? duſt is my cry, yet I'll tell you my mind, 
The high and the low are all duſt-men you'll find. 


The courtier's a duſt- man, who bow's to his grace, 
And he hopes to find duſt in a penſion or place; 
The treaſury” sa duſt-hole to ſerve all the nation, 
But i it's duſt only goes to thoſe in high ſtation. 


Tho' duft is my cry. &c. 


The doctor's a duſt-man, his duſt is the fee, 

The lawyer another, you plainly may fee ; 

The tradeſman is one too, who gives you no truſt, 

If his goods you wou'd have, you muſt down with the duſt. 
Tho* duft is my cry, Ec. 


A duſt- man behold, in each fop and each beau. 
They powder their heads—which is duſt, all muſt know ; 
The miller loves duſt too, who grinds in his mill, 
And the baker's another—deny it who will. 


Tho" duft is my Ys Se. 


The parſon, the lawyer, the doctor, and all 
Are duſt- men, you ſind the great and the ſmall; 
The miſer who lets all his treaſure to ruſt, 
It plainly appears too—is fond of the duſt. 
T duft is my cry, &c. 


Then 


3 


Then let us conſider, as duſt flies away, 
That life is no more than a ſpan or a day; 
Let us cheerfully live fince die we all muſt, 
And then you all know we are nothing but duſt. 


Tho' duſt is my cry, yet I'll tell you my mind, 
The high and the low are all duſt-men you'll find. 
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TuE HOBBY HORSE. 


A MEDLEY. 
BY ONE OF THE PROPRIETORS» 
Tune—Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 


T Riftram Shandy declares, that among human kind, 
One paſſion uſurps o'er the reit of the mind ; 
This he a hobby-horſe calls, which they all mount and ride, 


As each is ſpur'd on, or by folly or pride. 
Gee up, dobbin, _ Co 
If Shandy is right, and all think he is true, 
Without doubt, I muſt have my hobby-horſe too ; 
To ſee all fine fights was the whim I had got, 


So I mounted my nag, — ſet out a ſmart trot. 
Gee up, dobbin, Sc. 


Tune hen all the attic fire was fled. 


As ſoon as up to town I came, 

Strange things did my attention claim, 
And ſet my mind on fire; 

To ſadler's-wells then firſt I went, 

O! what fine ſhows and merrunent, 
My fancy did admire. 


Tune Derry down, &c. 


Then the fam'd learned pig I muſt needs go to fee, 

And the dogs that could dance gave much pleaſure to me: 

All other ftrange fights this moſt certainly flogs, 

For who could expect it from hogs, or from dogs? 
Derry down, Tc, 


Tune 


. 


Tune —0 the days when I was young /! 


To the Circus then I went, 
Where the horſes prance away; 

Better money ne'er was ſpent, 
Every thing was grand and gay : 

Next the Royal Grove invites, 
While fancy it was keen ; 

There the ſire-work delights, 

O! the fights that I have ſeen, 


Tune ben I was a young one, Sc. 


To the Play-houſe next I muſt ramble away, 
To hear what the actor folks had got to ſay ; 
I gap'd, and I flar'd, and I langh'd, and I cry'd, + 4 
As comedy pleas'd me, or tragedy died. 


Of St. Paul's and the Tower, I next had a view, 
The Abbey —the Wax-work—the Monument too; 
Bur my hobby-horſe is grown tir'd I own, 

So I'll here take my leave, and to home I'll trot down. 


That London, a fine place, 1'll tell them, no doubt, 
To ſee it like me there will many ſet out; 

Since each has his hobby-horſe, ſure they may ride, 
And their fancy may pleaſe it can't be deny'd. 
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COMUS, MOMUS, AND BACCHUS. 
BY MR. W, 
Tune—4s Wit, Foke, and Humour, &c, 
A S Thomas, and Harry, and Richard, and Jack, 
O'er a bottle were fitting quite gay, 


The lock of the door, it went ſuddenly back, 
Which fili*d them at firſt with diſmay, 


8 Three 


* 


rere 
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Three figures then enter'd, all ſtrangers ſuppos'd, 
But friends to good-humour and mirth ; 

Vet plainly ſoon was the matter diiclos'd, 
That gods they were juſt come to earth. 


The firſt like to Bacchus appeared to view, 
So jolly, to Þlooming, and fine, 

He ſaid, and I readily thought he ſaid true, 
That he was the god of the vine, 


The next he approach'd with ſarcaſtical grin, 
While merriment laugh'd in his face; 

He ſaid, he was Momus, and car'd not a pin 
For Jove, he dar'd laugh in his face. 


The third held a cup, and a wand in each hand, 
And the title of Comus he claim'd ; 

No one who drank with him could ever long ſtand, 
As he tor deep drinking was fam'd. 


The firſt was the landlord, for Bacchus who paſt, 
The next was a jeſter well known ; 

And drunken Tom Toper was found in the laſt, 
Who viſits each tavern in town, 


PEATH OF GENERAL WOLFE. 
Inſerted by deffre. 


Ho ſtand the glaſs around ? 
For ſhame you take no care my boys; 
How ſtands the glaſs around? 
Let mirth and wine abound, 
The trumpets ſound, 
The colours they are flying boys, 
To fight, kill, or wound, 
May we ſtill be found, 
Content with our hard fate, my boys, 


On the cold 6 ground, 
Why, 
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Why, ſoldiers, why, 

Should we be melancholy, boys, 
Why, ſoldiers, why, 
Whoſe buſineſs *tis to die? 
What ſighing, fie, : 
Cold, heat, wet, and dry, 

Drown tear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 
'Tis he, you, or I, 

We're always bond to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to ly. 


*Tis but in vain, 

I mean not ti upbraid ye, boys, 

- *Tis but in (vain, 

For foldiers to complain, 
Should next campaign 

Send us to him that ine us, boys, 
We're free flom pan 
But if we remam, 

A bottle and kind landlady, 
Cures all again. | 
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WROTE BY G. v. AT GREENWICH. 
Tune—P?leaſure Goddeſs all Divine, 


O W the ſuo begins to dawn, 
Dew- drops ſpangle o'er the lawn, 

And the lark proclaims the day, 

With his iweert ſonorions lay. 


| 


As the early flowrets bloom, 
(Zephyrs wattiug ound periume) 
I a garland nuſt pre pare, 
- To adorn Maria's hair, 


C 
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Let the roſe, and lilly join, 
With the curling eglantine, 
Flow'rs of each varied hue, 
To delight my charmer's view. 


Sweeteſt maid, that ever ſwain 
Yet beheld on rural plain, 

Soft infpirer of the mind, 

To Love's gentle ſway inclin'd. 


Bleſs'd with beauty, and with youth, 
Crown*'d with virtue, and with truth, 
I muit on her magic pow 175 
Love her, honour, and adlore. 
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G L E E. 
IIIOIis the propereſt day to drink— 
Saturday, Sunday, Monday ? 
Each is the propereſt day I think, _ 
Why ſhould I name but one day? 
Tell me but yours, I'll mention my day, 
Let us but fix on ſome Day: 
Tuclday, Wedaetlay, Thurſday, Friday, 
Saturday, Sunday, Monday. 
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Tus COMICAL FELLOW, 
BY MW. K 
Tune—Hh my Pipe in one Hand, Se. 


V IT t: my dog on one fide, and my cat on the other, 
whimficdly paſs time away; 
With Pathagoraz I think for I chuk with no other, 
My de, and my cat had their day: 
Their day, here as mortals, with two legs below, 
For ſo he does certainly ll ; 
The ſame metamorphoſes I may unergo, 
Don't you think I'm a comical fellow? A faithful 


( 27 ) 


A faithful companion, my dog once might be, Sir, 
My cat a grave limb of the law ; 

Who grip'd his poor client with fee, after fee, Sir, 
As he does now a mouſe with his paw : 

Thus I paſs with reflection, my moments at night, 
And get ſleepy, till as I get mellow; 

My cur, and my tabby, my chiefeſt delight, 

Don't you think I'm a comical fellow. 
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A NEW GENERAL TOAST. 
BY MR. KING». 
Tune Here's to the Maid of baſhful fiftcen. 


ERE*s to the ſhepherd who loves a ſweet laſs, 
Tho? his fortune is ſcanty ; 
Here's to the toper who bumpers his glaſs, 
To girls who are kind and in plenty : 
Let it go round, 
Mirth ſtill abound, 
Enough for to pledge you will ſurely be fond. 


Here's to the pleaſures which moſtly we prize, 
The race, or the cottage, or court, Sir ; 
What object we wiſh, and is dear to our eyes, 
Which promiſes to us good ſport, Sir: 
Let it go round, 
Mirth ſtill abound, 
Enough for to pledge you will ſurely be found. 


Here's to the lover who ſighs for the fiir, 
O! Let him be crown'd with delight, Sir; 
And here's to the buck, who ſtill baniſhes care, 
Whom coyneſs can never afright, Sir: 
Let it go round, 
Mirth ſtill abound, 
Enough for to pledge you will ſurely be found, 


1 C3. Here's 
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Here's to each hearty and true jolly blade, 
A toe to all folly and ſtrife, Sir; 
May a glaſs, and a friend, and a ſweet pretty maid, 
Be his chiefeſt companion thro? lite, Sir: 
Let it go round, 
Mirth ſtill abound, 
8 for to pledge you will ſurely be found. 
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E E the courſe throng'd with gazers, the ſports are 
begun, 

The confuſion but hear, I bet yon, done, done: 
Ten thouſand ftrange murmurs reſound far and near, 
Lords, hawkers, and jockics aſſail the tir'd ear: 
While with neck like a rainbow, erecting his creſt, 
Pauuper'd; praneing and pleas'd, his head touching his breaſt; 
Scarcely ſnuffing the air he's 10 proud and elate, 
The high mettled racer firit ſtarts for the plate. 


Now reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge and ditch ruſh, 
Dogs, horſes, and huntimen all hard at his bruſh ; 

Thro' marſh, fen, and brier, led by their ſly prey, 

They by ſcent and by view cheat a tedious long day : 
Whi'e alike bora for ſports of the field and the courſe, 
Always ſure to come through—a ſtaunch and fleet horſe ; 
When fairly run down, the Fox yields up his breath, 
The high mettled racer is in at the death. 


Grown aged, us'd up, turn'd out of the ſtud, 
Lame, ſpavin'd, and wind gall'd, but yet with ſome blood; 
While knowing poſtillions his pedigree trace, 

Tell his dara won this ſweep, his fire that race : 

And what matches he won the hoſtlers count o'er, 

As they loiter their time at ſome hedge- alehouſe door, 
While the harneſs ſore galls, and the ſpurs his fide goad, 
The high mettled racer's a hack on the road. 


Till 
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Till at laſt having labour'd, drudg'd early and late, 

Bow'd down by degrees, he bends on to his fate; 

Blind, old, lean and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 

Or draws ſand, *till the ſand of his hour-glats ſtands ſtill: 

And now, cold and lifeleſs, expos*d for the view, 

In the very ſame cart that he yeſterday drew, 

While a pitying croud his fad relict ſurround, 
ac high, mettled racer is fold for the hounds. 
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N ART A was hann ne, remarkable fair, 

274 No girl in the for hi coll with her compuey 
Accompliſh*d in manners, her ieinper was mill, 

She was, to rich parents, the only dear child ; 

*Till a treacherous captain had ſtole her away, 

As a wolfe would a lamb, to make her his prey, 
Soon after deluded—and fatal to tell, . 

He was order'd to ſea, and then bade her farewell. 


Baniſh*d by prudence, and doom'd now to rove, 
Neglected by parents, their friendſhip, and love, 
In winter, at midnight, to trudge for relief, 
Half broken-hearted, attended by grief; 
To ſhun every ruffian, alas! but in vain, 

{ She meets him that's injur*d, not knowing his pain, 

p See the victim lies bleeding, while fate ſeems to crown, 
What cheeks of compaſſion— ſhe's a girl of the town. 


Upbraiding reflection, while gwlt urges her tears, 
And bids her look back to her happier years, 
d; Whom tenderly felt for her own wretched ſex, 
Such pains, not her own, would her boſom perplex : 
Put now ſhe's in ſattin at ſome bagnio door, 
To ſupport the old bawd is to act the cute whore, 
While blooming and healthful—careft by the dame, 
, Well known round the Garden, a car] cf. great fame. 
| in 


Till 
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In the height of her ſplendour her friend is improv'd, 
By all her acquaint:.::ce this girl was belov'd, 

To help the afflicted under poverty's laſh, 

From her lovers would weedle a preſent in caſh, 

Not thinking that fortune would turn round the wheel, 
To check her career, or juſtice appeal, 

Put as riot and whoredom don't unpunniſh'd go, 

The girl of great fame is condemn'd to her woe. 


The old cruel beldam, with gauling abuſe, 
Diſtruſting her friendſhip, now unfit for uſe, 
To give ker ſmall comfort this wretch does refuſe, 
And oblige her to part with her ſattin and cloaths ; 
Ier limbs are cxpos'd through a garment worn bare, 
Once matchleis ior beauty, but now for deſpair: 
Not far through her years, ſhe's blunder*d through time, 
Lide a flower juſt blown, ſlie's cut off in her prime. 


For wit and good-humour, to toaſt o'er the glaſs, 

To this lovely creature, this favourite laſs, 

She wore no complexion of art, red or pale, 

By nature look'd blith, till this infernal fail; 

Her ſpirits and beauty togeth zr decay d, 

Halt dead, in a blanket, her frame is convey'd 

Toa wor houſe, quite helpleſs, death cloſes her eyes, 
There reſigns her laſt breath, and i in agony dies. 
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LOVELY ANNA. 
COMPOSED BY MR. MOULD. 


W HEN lovely Anna firſt I view'd, 
Amid the num'rous throng, 
Fearful my heart ſhould be ſubdu'd, 
I thus adreis'd my ſong— 
Sweet Son of beauty now forbear 
Thy bow to bend in vain ;. 
Not once enchain'd to all that's dear, 


My freedom will maintain, | 
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With ſcornful look the youth reply'd, 
Can nought thoſe charms inſpire? 

To ſuch the gods would be ally'd, 
Perfection all adnnre : 

He ſtraight let fly an arrow keen, 
A chaim wide was op'd , 

Soft pleaſure flow*d, I view'd the mien, 
To gain her all I hop'd. 
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Tux DEVIL MAY TAKE YOU FOR ME. 
BY A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 
Tune I've, Ye and I prattÞPd, 


I E laugh'd and have rambl*d with many young blades, . 
As hearty, as hearty, as hearty, could he; 

With well powder*d wig, and with harmleſs cockkailes, 
And pray what d'ye think of me? 


. 

With high-headed ladies I've flaunted along, 

| More dewnty L never could fee ; 

I kifs*d, and I prattl'd, and ſnag them a ſong, 
And pray wnat d'ye think of me? 


J found by their eyes they were charm'd with my face, 
For love pictur'd blind can ſce; 
Then | ogied, ans finil'd, and I Jook'd with ſuch grace, 
Pray what d'ye think of me? 


Yon are witty, and pretty, I needs muſt declare, 
As any young damicl can be; 

But if {o you're wanton, I teil yon, my dear, 
"The devil may take you for me, 


MAY 
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M A Y a D A v. 
BY A FEMALE SUBSCRIBER». 


Tune—Deſpairing befide a clear Stream. 


H O W chearful is May morning found, 
The lads and laſſes ſo gay; 

With mirth and feſtivity crown'd, 

With ſongs come to hail the blith May: 
With chaplets of flowrets ſo ſweet, 

Each thepherd with pleaſure is ſeen, 
With raptures preparing to meet, 

The nymph they have choſe their May-qucen, 


The May-pole is wreath'd all around, 
The morriſſers drefs'd for the dance; 
The pipe and the tabor's ſhrill ſound, 
Bids all to the ring now advance; 
The young and the old row appear, 
For pleaſure reigns over the green, 
To hail the return of the year, 
And crown the nymph choſe their May-queen, 


How innocent paſſes the day, 
How happy the eve and the night, 
As lambkins they frolick and play, 
For virtue inſures their delight : 
Ho ſweet are the joys of the plain, 
How jocund alike is each ſcene ; 
For pleaſure enlivens each ſwain, 
At ſaluting the charming May-queen. 
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% Oh ! what acharming thing's a dinner.” 


8 H E A R up Gluttons, fill your bellies, 
Gormandize whole pounds of meat; 
Never piddle o'er your jellies, — 


But ſubſtantial viands eat. 


Ev'ry 
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Ev'ry waiſtcoat quick unbutton, 
See the enemies advance! 


Charge the turtle, beef and mutton, 
Point the culinary lance, 


Brancliſh, boys, your knives and forks all, 
As you would in war the ſpear ; 

Bloat your paunches like a foot-ball, 
Eat in greaſe from ear to ear. 


Still let us abhor this motto, 
© Pauco veſco,” —damping words! 
But good rouaſt-beef, piping-hot, oh! 
Spread in plenty o'er our boards! 


See the ſurloin richly ſmoaking, 
Mark the gravy, how it ſprings ! 

Mal-contents, forbear your croaking, 
By the Gods, we feaſts like kings. 


Come, dexterity exert now, 
Deep incifions make with ſpeed ; 
Wipe your chaps, look quite alert now, 
Whilſt on ſuch ſtrong fare we feed. 


Lord! how hot the battle rages! 
Conqueſt deſolates the plain: 
What our appetites aſſuages: 
Let us drink, —and eat again! 


From the ſtore-houſe, —briſk and mellow, 
Quick the brown October bring ;— 
Through our ſpacious hall we'll bellow, 
«© Here's a health to George our King.“ 


Whilſt we're gorging without meaſure, 
Hear our greaſy chairman cry, — 

% Eating is ſublimeſt pleaſure, 
« Whilſt we eat, —we'll never die!“ 


88 N E W 
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N E W K 
WROTE ON PURPOSE FOR THIS WORK, 
BY MR, Loan; 


W HEN we meet, to be merry, is certainly right, 
But to drink, and to quarrel, to wrangle and fight, 

Diſgraces good liquor, but it never ſh:!! me; 

For whenever I drink, I will ſtill merry be. 
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' H E lawyer, the parſon, the doctor agree, 
That drinking is good in a certain degree; 
But what is the ſtandard—how much I muſt own, 
J ne*cr in my lite-time could find it ſet down: 
Then the beſt way, I think, is to drink while I'm able, 
And uc'er quit the room, with a drop on the table. 


B RI N K kw, drink about, 
See it out, fee it out; 
Toaſt your mils, taaſt your mils, 
Laugh and kils, laugh and kiſs ; 
For loving. laughing, drinking, 
Is better than dull care and thinking. 
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MEDLEY 6. E k. 


oO M the fiddter plays tune, 
| Few I think is like it 
*Tis to kiſs, and toy, and fiog, 
Long live vur noble King; 
All think Wuſt like it. 
Tom the fiddler, &. 


WHY 
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WHY SHOULD YOU BE VAIN? 
BY ONE OF THE PROPRIETORS, 


Tune—Says Plato, why ſhould Man be wain ? 


8 AY, Nancy, why ſhould you be vain? 
With beauty be ſo much elate ; 

Or ſcorn thoſe lovers in your train, 
Who make your vanity more great: 

Can fops and fools in gay attire, 

Give tranſports to a thinking mind ? 
That flatt'ry you fo much admire, 

Will prove your ruin ſoon you'll find, 


Each gaudy female in the park, 
That flaunts in filks and rich array, 
Deluded by ſome artful ſpark, 
Will find too ſoon her charms decay: 
Of gay coquets go learn the fame! 
Who now are mould”ring in the duft ; 
Flatter'd and died—and you the ſame 
Muſt go, as every beauty muſt. 


So flies a rocket through the air, 
And ſpreads on high! a glittering ſhow ; 
Its ſparks are ſoon extinguſh'd there, 
Unnotic*d falls again below : 
So *tis with you who flirts about, 
At ball, at maſquerade, or play, 
Your tranſcient beauty ſoon goes out, 
And all your glories fade away. 


* 


Tur I. 0 V X. 


IV A VERY YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 
Tune . miller I am, ever heart whole and free. 


| A Lover I am, as a lover ſhould be— ou 
Not a ſlave to my miſtreſs, but heart whole and free 3 IJ 
If ſhe ſmiles, I will ſmile ; if ſhe frowns, frown again, 


She may give me pleaſure, but ſhan't give me pain, 
| 2 


% 
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Of beauty I own ſhe's a competent ſhare, 

Has grace in her perſon, her ſhape, and her air; 
But it ſhe's fantaſtical, haughty, and vain, 

I'll be as fantaſtical to her again. 


To mirth when inclin'd, then I'll be fo too; 
When I find ſhe is dull—why that will not do; 
Good-humour I always would have in her train, 
And then I will be as good-humour'd again. 


Like others, I never will kneel, or will whine ; 

Or knowing her mortal, will ſtile her divine; 

I've told her. I love her, again aft 2g7%1, 

Thar ſhe can give me picaiure, but ſliau't give me pain, 
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HUNTING SONG, 


BY MR, CLEMEN Ts. 


Tune Noro the hill-tops are burni/ſh'd with azure & gold. 


4 Þ HE morning is charming, the horn chearly ſounds, 
The woodlands re-echo with ſhrill opening hounds ; 
The fox is unkennel'd, and over the plain 

He ſtill tries his 1peed, but he tries it in vain, 
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For the fleet and ſtaunch packs are not far in the rear, 
And Reynard begins now to tremble with fear. 


With cunning, he next tries the beſt of his ſkill, 
He finks in the valley, or mounts on the hill; 
He ſkukks in the furzes, and fain he would hide, 

* the W n has that intention deny'd. 


CHORUS, 


Hor the fleet and ſtauncb packs are not far in the rear, 
And Reynard, poor Re) mand, now trembles with fear. 
At 


* 


17 
At length he is caught, and muſt yield up his breath, 
The dogs ſoon diſpatch him the horn ſound hie death; 


Roſey Health ſpreads her bloom o'er each ſportman's face, 
For health ſtill attends on the joys of the chace. 


ET HO R- UV Be \ 


Hark! away is the word, for no danger they fear, 
But leave care and trouble behind in the rear. 
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Tu E PIC TURE or LOVE. 


BY A COUNTRY GENTLEMANo 


Tune -A, I went to the le that vas held on the greens 


HAT repture paſt ſpeaking now glows in my breaſt, 
While wan my dearelt ? lar 2 thus ſeated I'm bleſt, 
As o'er her dear torm with fond ꝓlenſure I trace, 
In ev'ry pirt I be'wold a ne gr 40 e; 
What ſweetneſs, what tendernem, now do ] prove, 
With virtue, with innocence, beauty, and love. 


Let youth who arc thoughtleſs, inconſtant, and wild, 
By pleaſure invi cd, by folly beg iil'd, 

To each wanton nymph, ſtal wit wihoaod advance, 
And join with each, Chlve ant Phils, the dance ; 
While I ev'ry moment of lite ſtill imprese, 

With virture, with innoccuce, bean:y, and love.“ 


How bleſs'd is the ſhephexd! how happy the maid! 
Who nc'er to inconſtane Cy yer wa betray d, 

Their days, and their ceks, heir woachs, and their years, 
Paſs free from vexation, from jealouſy, cares ; 
While every moment of life they impiove, 

With virtue, with inaocence, honour, and love. 
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Taz C H A R M, 
BY MR. PAINE, 


Tune—Afary's Dream, 


OF ev'ry outward charm poſſeſs'd, 

— to captivate the heart, 

Yet till a tenderneſs of breaſt | 

Secures the nobler part : 

Roſes and lillies o'er your face, 
Peculiar grace may caſt ; 

Beauty with all muſt ſure take place, 
But ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


The eaſy air, the poliſſi'd mein, 
May ev*ry fancy hit; 

Each charm to rival beauty's queen 
With ſenſe, and ready wit : 

Yet there's a charm ſuperior ſtill, 
When youth and beauty's paſt ; 

Tho' time ſuch lovelincſs may kill, 
Good temper makes it laſt, 


Ye virgins, blooming in your prime, 
Regard the moral lay ; : 
Look forward and conſider, time 
Will ſteel each charm away: 
And when you wed the favour'd youth, 
Don't think your care is paſt ; 
- Pofleſs'd of honour, and of truth, 
Good temper makes ir laſt, 
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AJ OMAN" thoughtleſs, giddy creature ! X 
| Laughing, idle, flutt'ring _ ; 
Moſt fantaſtic work of nature, 
Still like fancy on the wing. 


Slave 
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Slave to ev'ry changing paſſion, 
Loving, hating in extreme; 

Fond of ev'ry fooliſh taſhion, 
And at beſt a pleaſing dream. 


Lovely trifle ! dear ill ufion ! 

Conquering weakneſs —wiſh'd-for pain; 
Man's chief glory and confuſion, | 

Of all vanities moſt vain. 


Thus deriding beauty's power, 
Floris call'd it all a cheat; | 
But in leſs than half an hour, = 
Kneel'd, and whin'd at Delia's feet. — 
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Tut DELICATE LOVER. 


BY MR, COOK, 


Tune bat ever ſqueamiſh Lovers may be. 


THE lover unfeeling may ſay, 
His miſtreſs to all may be kind; 

With ev'ry fop may be gay, 

Such a wanton is not to my mind: 
The fair- one I love, I muſt own, 

Muſt not with another be free; 
For mine I would have her alone, 

Or the devil may kiſs her for me. _ 
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ot a ſoul but myſelf muſt e' er kiſs her, e'er kiſs her, 
e*er kiſs her: 


Jove it wou'd fill me with rage and diſdain, 


once I ſhould find ſhe to others was kind, 
never ſhould love her; — no, never ſhould love her again. 
The 
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The laſs that T love muſt have beauty, 
Have ſenſe to be modeſtly gay ; 

To pleaſe me, muſt think it her duty, 
Attentive to all that I fay : 

Her perſon not ſhort, or yet tall, * 

But middling, with delicate air; 

Obedient to come when I call, 
My happineſs be all her care. 


Not a foul, Ec. 


Such a one when I find to my fancy, 
Of wedlock I'll not be afraid; 

Whether Kitty, or Polly, or Nancy , 

Il ſurely muſt love the dear maid : 

T'll try all I can to delight 
So loving .and tender a wife ; 

My joys would be great day and night, 
And pleaſure beam round me for life. 


Not a foul, Se. 


Yet if ſhe ſhould turn out a ſhrew, 
As maids are ſometimes very fly; 
Till married, their tempers don't ſhow, 
But loud then their tongues will let fly : 
O! zZounds, I ſhould rail at my fate, 
From bondage ſhould wiſh to be free; 
I ſhould have no peace, early or late, 
O the devil might kiſs her for me. 
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The devil might kiſs her for me; might kiſs her, might 
: * kiſs her, might kiſs her: 

By Jove ſhe wou'd fill me with rage and diſdain, 

If once I ſhould find ſhe to ſcold was inclin'd, 

1 never ſhould love her ;—no, never ſhould love her again 
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Tar CHOICE Is, 
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BY MR, CHAPMAN. 


M* ſpirits to raiſe from the cares of the day, 


To the tavern with rapture I run ; 
With jolly companions I'm ſure to be gay, 
Who revel with frolic and fun . 
There, there, round the bowl 
How joyous each foul, 


And we tipple and ting nll the morning comes on, 


Tune — Be merry and <i/e, 


Life is but a ſpan. the philoſophers fay, 
To fill up that ſpan let's be merry and gay; 
While pleaſure and health does to rapture invite, 


With good fellows I'll bumper away ev'ry night. 


Tune—Says Plato, &c. 


Ye learned, why ſhould 1 be dull? 
And with old care my moments waſte ; 
For when I ſee the bumper full, 
Sure it were madneſs not to taſte : 
Can ſober rules inſure a day, 
Or' bid grim death his dart lay by ? 
No :—let me drive then care away, 
While wine can mirth and joy ſupply. « 


Tune—17'm à hearty good Fellow, Sc. 


| Each hearty good fellow will join in my ſong, 
And with full flowing bumpers, the moments prolong ; 


At the temple of Comus his joys will improve, 
And raiſe up his voice, both to Bacchus and love. 
| \ 4 | 
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Tune—The Ils of Life, Se. 
Fhe cares of life I will deſpiſe, 
They never ſhall offend me, 
But every day as pleaſure riſe, 
They ſurely muſt befriend me : 
My laſs, my glaſs, my pipe, and pot, 
I value more than all, Sir; ** 
Let others prate the lord knows what, 
1 will fing tol de rol, Sir. 


Tune—Rzule, Britannia, Sc. 


Then take your bumper in your hand, 
To love and mirth exalt the lay; 
Good humour does around expand, 


The: let's be happy white we may. 
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With pleaſure let us all advance, 
And every joy of life enhance. 
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INKLE—MR- JOHNSTONE. 


W HAT Citadel fo proud can ſay, 
No force ſnall move, no. foe moleſt? 


E v'n prudence, ſurly guard, gives way, 
When warmer paſſions ſtorm the b. e iſt; 


Vainly I ſaid, in c:Imer ur, 


What ſhock can ſteady caution know ? 


Alas! I felt not then the power 
Of gratitude aud Yerico, 
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The two following Songs were lately introduced 
in the Opera of Inkle and Yarico. 
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The hoary precept, cold and flow, 
A while its influence may impart, 
But paſſions beaming melts the ſnow, 
Which caution ſcatters on the heart. 
Though long in frozen maxims arm'd, 
At length I felt my boſom glow, 
Diſſolv'd in tenderneſs, when warm'd 
With gratitude and Yarice. 
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IT er . 
INKLER MR JOHNSTONB. 


IMPLICITY ! thou fav'rite child 
Of heav'nly nature, chaſte and mild, 
Sweet guard of 2 youth; 
Thy nakedneſs is thy defence, 
Thy ſilent geſture —rloquence; 
Thy eloquence is truth. 


And ſay then, who could injure thee, 
Nature's lov'd babe—Simplicity ? 
So ſweet, ſo chaſte, ſo mild; 
The worſt of wretches who has not 
Thy parents traces long forgot, 
Could never hurt its child, 
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A I R S, Se. 
IN THE DOCTOR AND APOTHECARY. 


. 
ANNA—MRS. CROUCH, 


O N Love's bleſt altar burns the flame, 
Whence hymen's torch ſhou'd kindle bright, 
To bliſs, which boaſts fair virtue's name, 
It caſts its pure and radient light, 
E 2 But 
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But ah ! ſhould Avarice interpoſe, 
With ſordid and unhollow'd fires, 
The proſpect which their light beſtows, 

Repentance and deſpair inſpires. 


1 


JvAN - MR. BANNISTER, JUN. 


81 GHING never gains a maid, 
— I'll tell you what is better far ;— 


| Call good-humour to your aid, \ 
1 And play the laſs a tune upon the ſweet gu 


If a heart has nature dealt her, | 
Muſic's charms will ſurely melt her, 
But ſhould the gipſey anſwer no, 
Sing toll de roll, and let her go. 


—_— 
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ANNA AND ISABELLA, . 
MRS. CROUCH AND Miss ROMANZINT. 


F W O maidens fat complaining, 
And mourn'd their hapleſs lot, 
(The pangs of abſcence paining) 
Each by her love forgot, 


On every former token 
Of love, while fancy hung, 
Of vows fo ſweet, yet broken, 
They deeply ſighing ſung. 3 
«At 
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“ At every ſound they hear, 

With fond alarm they ſtart, 

Alternate hope and fear— 
Now joy, now pain impart.““ 


But by each ſound miſguided, 
Alas! they only find, 

Their tears, their fighs derided, 
By mocking rain and wind, 


On every former token, &c.. 


3 R. 


ISABELLA—MISS ROMANZEZINI -; 


V E hours that part my love and me, 
And ſlow with envy creep, 
The dawn of bliſs obſcur d by clouds 


Of doubt, in yain ye keep. 


30 * 


d u O U. 


Still Tthrough ſorrow's tedious night, 8 
 Hope's friendly ſtar diſcern ; 

On that I fix my anxious eye 
Until * love return. 


By lader) $ pernicious power, 

Untainted are my ſi ghs: 

Confiding in my J uan's truth, 
: Pe 0 2 vithos ne. 
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ANNA MRS. CROUCH, 


T H E ſummer heats beſtowing 

Their influence on the roſe, 

Perfects its charms when blowing, 
And every ſweet diſcloſe. 


Vet ſummer ſuns denying 
The zephyr and the ſhower, 
Their fervid glow applying, 
Deſtroy their fav'rite flower. 


The love-fick heart requiring 
The ſunſhine of ſucceſs ; 
Continual bliſs defiring, 
Yet fickens with exceſs, 


The fond, the ſecret tear, 
Soft paſſion keeps alive ; 
The breath of doubt and fear, 
Like zephyrs bid it thrive. 
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| ANACREONTIC, 


BY MR. PAINE, 
Tune—Orce the Gods of the Greeks. 


H E N Bacchus gave birth, to the vine upon earth, 
And commanded it fruit to l 

What cluſters ſoon ſpread, of grapes, white, and ted, 

All fill'd with moſt excellent juce; 

When ripe they were vrefa'd,—tis eafily gueſt, — 
To the pallet, how charming and fine 

When handed about, to the love-tipling rout, 

* for good wine. 


| 
| 
| 


ö 


The 
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The doctor and prieſt, were the firſt at the feaſt, 
The lawer, and juſtice came next; ' 
Phyſic firſt took his place—the parſon faid grace, 
Then good wine, to his ſermon was text: 
The lawyer in brief, ſaid, in court it was chief, 
Each caſe, it was ſure to define ; 


The juſtice roar'd out, puſh the bumper about, 
And let us huzza ! for good wine. 


Thus each learned ſage, in its cauſe did engage, 
And gave it their voice thro? the land; 

The courtier and cit—the lover—the wit, 
Its virtues did ſoon underſtand : 

All ranks and degrees, it does certainly pleaſe, 
Nay ladies declare it divine ; | 

Then let them proclaim, its merits and fame! 
And loudly huzza ! for good wine. 
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MARY's DREAM: on, SANDY's GHOST. 
T H E moon had climb'd the higheſt hill, 
Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 

And from the earſten ſummit ſhed, 

Her ſilver light on tow*r and tree: 
Then Mary laid her down to fleep, 

Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea; 
When ſoft and low a voice was heard, 

Say, Mary weep no more for me. 


Sue from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
She ſaw young Sandy ſniv' ring ſtand, 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye: 
O Mary dear, cold is. my clay, 
It lies beneath a ſtormy tea, 
Far, far from thee I ſleep in death, 
So Mary weep no more for me. 


( 48 ) 


Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days, 
We toſs*d upon the raging main, 
And long we ſtrove our bark to fave, 
But all our ſtriving were in vain : 
E'en then when horrow chill'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love for thee : 
The ſtorm is paſs'd, and I at reſt, 
So Mary weep no more for me. 


O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 

We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt and care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more: 
Loud crow'd the cock—the ſhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee ; 

But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 
Sweet Mary weep no more for me. 
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 _LTLOVELY ZAD 4A 
BY MR» KING. 
. Tune—Mary' s Dream. : 


M STAPHA. ſought the cool falloon, 
Which over-hangs the gliding ſtream, 
To paſs the fervid hours of noon, \.- 
And lovely Zada was his theme: 


Ab! charming maid, the lover cry'd, 


Whoſe preſence every care controuly ;- 
Our prophet ſure the ſex bely d, 
When he faid women have no ſouls, 


For when thy tuneful voice I hear, 
How ſweet, how charming is the ſtrain x 
A cherrub's voice ſalutes my ear, 
And baniſhes each care and pain : 
And when you kindly deign to ſmile ; 
And when your eyes with rapture roll, 
I ſurely am convinc'd the while, 


That Zada has a noble ſoul. | 
Then 
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Then hence ye dervices—in vain 

You wou'd my deareſt hopes elude ; 
For ſure a ſoul muſt ſtill pertain 

To thoſe who're beautiful and good : 
*Tis but a trick which you diſplay, 

The fimple, vulgar to controul ; 
And thoſe who will believe it may, 
While I'm ſecure of Zada's ſoul. 
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CHRISTMAS GAMBOLS, 
A . 


BY MR. GREEN. 


RECITATIVE. 


WII H ivy, and with holly crown'd, 
Old Chriſtmas comes his annual round ; 

Plumb puddings, and roaſt beef appear, 

With chines and turkies in the rear ; 

Each heart is glad, and mitth and glee 

In every happy face you lee ; 

Gambols and tricks, with all take place, 

And fun is oft'ner found than grace. 


A IX. 
Tune Fal de ral tit. 

The cook, the ſcullion, dairy maid, 
Like kittens in the kitchen play'd; 
They laugh'd, and many jokes they ſaid, 

Wou'd make your ſides to ſplit: 
They drank about, and ſung, and danc'd, 
And mad with mirth, oh! how they pranc'd; 


They kiſs'd, and ogled, and they glanc'd, 
And then ſung Fal de ral tit. 
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All hands are eager to purſue 

The work that is cut out to do; 

Vet all are merry, all are gay, 

To make good cheer for Chriſtmas day. 


A. 1 X. 
Tune — Hes chearful a Sailor's life paſſes. 


The plumbs and the flouer are blended, 
The milk and the ſuet likewiſe ; 
But their taſk it can never be ended, 
*Till the oven's made hot for mince-pies : 
When the coachman comes into the kitchen, 
And the footman who's call'd Mr. Skip; 
For a reliſh each pallate is itching, 
But the cook for the ſmack of the whip. 
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Then baniſh dull care and worſe ſorrow, 
And think upon nothirg but joys ; 
Roaſt beef and plumb pudding to-morrow, 
Will make us all happy, brave boys. 


R E CITATIVE 


But when the holidays begin, 
Then gambols muſt of courſe come in. 


A I R- 
Tune — Te Scamps, ye Pads, ye Divers. 
The men, the maid, the boys, and all were full of mirth 


and play, 
And all the night, w ith much delight, they paſs d the time 
away; 
The can went round, pleaſure i in parlour, and in hall, 
And every laſs, with Jack or Tom, adown were known to 
fall. x With her tow row, &c. 


The 


. 
The ſcullion in the dripping-pan, fell flat upon her face, 
While jolly Roger, cloſe behind, beheld her bonny a— ; 
But laughing Tom he ack him down upon her greaſy 
cloaths, 


The wind from the chimney almoſt blew off his noſe. 
With her tow row, Cc. 


The ſtairs are ftrew'd with peaſe, by Suſan's cunning hand, 
The footman ſpills the gravy, becauſe he cannot ſtand ; 
And topſey-turvey all lay ſprawling on the ground, - 
For with fuch mirth and gambols, Old Chriſtmas till is 
found. 3 With the tocu rew, Sc. 


Tune — Derry downs 


Then let us be gay while the holidays laſt, 

Nor think of what care we have had in time paſt ; 

Tis the ſeaſon that bids ev'ry boſom rejoice, 

Then fill up the bumper, and lift up your voice. 
Derry down, So. 


Firſt hail the plumb-pudding, and next the fur loin, 
The geeſe, and the turkies, and ſavory chine ; 
The brown nappy ale will affiſt us to fing, 
Succeſs to old England, good health to the king. 
; Derry down, &c. 
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AN AC R E ON. 


s by O Anacreon, in Heav'n, where he ſat in full glee, 
A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron would de, 
When this anſwer arriv'd from the jolly old Grecian— 
Voice, fiddle and flute, 
No longer be mute, 
I'll lend ye my name and inſpire ye to boot; 
And beſides, I'll inſtruct ye, like me, to entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
if The 
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The news through Olympus immediately flew, 
When old Thunder pretended to give himſelf airs, 
If theſe mortals are ſuffer d their ſchemes to purſue, 
The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs, 
Hark ! already they cry, 
In tranfports of joy, 
Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly: 


And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. | 


The yellow-hair*d god, and his nine fuſty maids, 
To the hill of old Lud will incontinent flce ; 
Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
And the biforked hill a mere defart will be : 
My thunder, no fear on't, 
Will ſoon do its errand, | 
- And, dam*me ! I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, I warrant; 
I'll trim the young dogs for thus daring to tw ine : 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Apollo roſe up, and faid, prithee ne'er quarrel, 
Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below; 
Your thunder is uſeleſs, then ſnewing his laurel, . | 
Cry'd Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! 
Then over each head 
, My laurels I'll ſpread, 
So my ſons from your crackers: no miſchief ſhall dread, 
While ſnug in their club-room, they jovially *twine 
The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine. 


Next Momus got up, with his riſible phiz, 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join: 
The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh ſhall be mine : 
Then, Jove, be not jealous 
Of theſe honeſt fellows ; ; 
ry'd Jove, we relent, fince the truth you now tell us, 
PE JE by old Styx, that they long ſhall entwine | | 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
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Ye ſons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand, 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love , 
Tis your”s to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd, 
You've the ſanction of gods and the fiat of Jove: 
| While thus we agree, 
| Our toaſt may it be, 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and free! 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon entwine, 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine, 
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TO PASS TIME AWAY, 


BY MR. PAINE. 


Tune—To Anacreon in heaven. 


TO paſs time away ſtill with rapture and glee, 
Is the ſtudy of all who are vot'ries of pleaſure, 
Attend for awhile, and you'll learn it of me, 
A plan which I fancy my life's chiefeſt treaſure : 
A bottle and friend 
I always commend, 
The young and the old it will certainly ſuit : 
To join with good-humour, be cheerful and gay, 
And that is my maxim to paſs time away. 


Shun folly, and faction, and party, and noiſe, 
= Diſputing about ev*ry trifling notion; 
He who dips into politics, poiſons his joys, 
Or hunts after riches, or place,. or promotion : 
A bottle and friend : 
I always commend, 
The young and the old it will certainly ſuit: 
To join with good-humour, be cheerful and gay, 
And that is my maxim to. paſs time away. 


- 
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While health blooms around, and invites us to love, 
With joy all attend to the raptures of beauty ; 
Such bleſſings indeed ev*ry one muſt approve, 
To adore a kind laſs you muſt own is your duty: 
A bottle and friend 7 
I always commend, | 
The young and the old it will certainly ſuit : 
To join with good-humour, be cheerful and gay, 
Aud that is my maxim to paſs time away. 


Let the heart-lifting ſong make the ceiling to ring, 
And each honeſt fellow till join in the chorus; 
A ſubject that's happy, as great as a king, 
Nay, we're all of us kings when the bumper's before us: 
A laſs and a glaſs, 
| He's a milk-ſop or aſs, 
Who wou'd it refuſe, as it each ſure ſhould ſuit ? 
To join with good-humour, be cheerful and gay, 
And that is my maxim to paſs time away. 


Let muſty old fellow ſobriety preach, 
Their cant they'd leave off, was good liquor before 'em; 
The doctrine of Bacchus they*d ſoon learn to teach, 
If once they got hold of a full flowing jorum : 
A bottle and friend 
I always commend, 
The young and the old it will certainly fuit : 
To join with good-humour, be cheerful and gay, 
And that is my maxim to paſs time away. 


UP UP UL 1 UP» Ys UN UP» UP UP UP» UN UP UN: UN UP UP» UN) UH UN: UN . 


CONTENT ANY LOVE. 
Tune—Sleep thou balm of human woe. 
Of each varied good below, : 

Which the gods have kindly ſent ; 
Nothing ſurely they could beſtow, 
Like to love and ſweet content. 


Title, 


* 
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Title, honour, riches, ſtate, 
Envy, malice, hatred prove ; 
How ſuperior their fate, 
Who poſſeſs content and love. 


Glory is the ſoldier's pride, 

And the trumpet's ſounding fame ! - 
Love it cannot be denied, 

Greater glory ſtill may claim. 


Sound the trumpet, ſtrike the lyre, 
Let the flute my joys improve ; 

Melting ſounds my foul inſpire ! 
Tun'd to ſweet content and love. 
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CONSTANCY. 


I Cannot change as others do, 
Tho? you unjuſtly ſcorn, 

Since that poor ſwain that fighs for you, 

For you alone was born. 
No, Phillis, no, your heart no more, 

A ſurer way I'll try; 
And to revenge my lighted love, 

Will ſtill love on, will ſtill loye on, and die. 


When kill'd with grief Amentas lies, 
And you to mind ſhall call, 
The ſighs that now unpity'd riſe, 
The tears that vainly fall. 
That welcome hour that ends this ſmart, 
Will then begin your pain, b 
For ſuch a faithful tender heart, 
Can. never break, can never break — in vain. 
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The other lies rotting and ſtinking in ſtate, 
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Tux HIGH MET TLED BEAUTY. 
BY MR, COOK, 
Tune—The Race-Horſe. 


8 EE the mall throng'd with ladies, the gay, and the fair, 
See the beauxs and the wits, to thoſe ladies repair; 
How they ogle, they chatter, and whiſper around, 


And fimper, and nonſenſe is eafily found: 


With monſtrous craws, how the ſweet ones appear, 
So ambling, ſo trotting, ſo gay, debonair ; 

So charming, ſo nodding, with plumes, ſo elate, 
The high- mettled beauty is Creſs'd out in ſtate. 


The poet, philoſopher, prelate, and peer, 

The great, and the little, all ranks you'll find here; 
The long-tails, the bob-tails, the ſimple, and wiſe, 
Are all here in faſhon's moſt charming diſguiſe : 
Yet the great, and the little, the big, and the ſmall, 
Alike ſeem employ*d about—nothing at all ; 

Yet the high-mettled beauty is order'd by fate, 

To nod in high plumes, and to amble in ſtate. 


The laſs who is gadding from morning to night, 
Her cap, and her gown, both in pityful plight, 
Perhaps for a trifle is glad to be known, 

Tho? her perſon's as pleaſing as any in town 
The broad grin of ſatire on her is diſplay'd, 
Tho? firſt by his grace, or his lordſhip betray'd, 
While Betſey the gay, and the fav'rite of fate, 
In the mall nods away with her feathers elate. 


But let the diſtinction of dreſs be once paſt, 

And the die of mortality thrown at the laſt, 

The high-mettled Polly will certainly find, 

That like to Dame Fortune! time was not ſo blind: 
Diſorders, and conſcience her mind muſt perplex, 
Infirmities teſae, and conſcience, till vex ; 

One falls a moſt wretched example by fate, 


LOVE 
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LOVE TRIUMPHANT OVER BACCHUS. 
Inſerted by particular Deſire. 


HILST I'm at the tavern quaffing, 
Well diſpos'd for t'other quart, 

Comes my wife, ſpoils my laughing, 

Telling me its time to part: 
Words I know are unavailing, 

Yet I ſternly anſwer — no; 
Till by metives more prevailing, 

Sitting down ſhe treads my toe. 


Such kind tokens to my thinking, 
Moſt emphatically prove, 
That the joys which flow from drinking, 
Are averſe to thoſe of love. 
Farewell friends, and t'other bottle, 
Since I can no longer ſtay, 
Love more learnt than Ariſtotle . 
Has, to move me found their way. 
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| GUARDIAN LINK-BOYS. 
A BURLESQUE. : 
; BY MR; W. K. 
| Tune—Guardian Angels. 
| Gordian link- boys, pray attendance, 
In the duſk give me a light; 85 
1 will pay if you'l befriend me ... 
From the ſcamps, and pads by night: 
Steer me to ſome tavern, ſteer. me, | 
There I ſhall get rid of fear; 
Ip bora herigen n. 
wah Witch den 1 wall cee, 7 
For there my landlord is ſincere. 
| G 
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Thro? the garden-rounds I've wander'd, 
And the watch have put to flight, 
- There my daddy's chink I ſquander'd, 
Bucks and bloods were my delight ; 
Each round I went without fear: 
O!] how then did rant and roar ; 
Each one did ſhare it, 
Never did I ſpare it, 
Bloods, or bullies, pimp, or whore. 


Do not then, boys, forſake me, 
But attend with cheering light ; 
I will pay :—yowll not miſtake me, 
When I get to my delight, 
Some ſnug room ſhall then contain me, 
When I have no need of you; 
Then I will ring the bell, 
And I will Joudly tell, 
That each joy, I will perſue. 


FF UN PUR UN UP UN) UP): UN 


Tus GOLDEN DAYS o GOOD QUEEN BESS. 


To my muſe give attention, and deem it not myſtery, 
If we jumble together mufic, poetry, and hiſtory ; 

The times to diſplay in the. reign of Queen Beſs, fir, 

Whoſe 1 name and whoſe memory poſterity may bleſs, fir. 


HO RU 8. 


9 the = days of good Queen Beſs, 
the memory of good Queen Beſs. - 


Then we laugh at the bugbears of dons and armadat, 

With their gunpowder puffs, and their bluſtering brayadoes; 

For we knew how to manage both the muſket and the 
bow, fir, — 

And cou'd ing down a _ juſt as 9 bs a crow, fir, 
pe f o the hl go, &e. 

| Then 
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Then our ſtreets were unpay'd, and our houſes were 
thatch'd, fir, | 
Our windows were lattic'd, our doors only latch'd, fir,” 


Yet ſo few were the folks that would plunder and rob, firs, 
That the hangman was ſtarving for the want of a job, fir. 


O the golden days, e. 


Then our 22 with large ruſfs tied round about the neck 


Would gobble up a pound of beef ſteaks for their breakfaſty 
While a cloſe quiked coif their nodeles juſt did fit, fir, 
And they truſs'd up as tight as a rabbit for the fpit, fir. 


O the golden days, &c, 


Then jerkins, and doublets, and yellow worſted hoſe, 
fir 

With a pair of huge whiſkers, was the dreſs of our beaus, fir; 

Strong beer they prefer'd to claret or to hock, fir, 

And no voy they priz'd like the wing of an ox, fir.. 


O the golden day, Se. 


Good neighbourhood was then as plenty too as beef, ſir, 

And the poor from the rich neꝰ er wanted relief, fir ; 

While merry went the mill clack, the ſhuttle and the 
plow, fir, 


And honeſt men could live by the ſweat of their brow, fir, 
O the golden days, &c. 


Then the folks every Sunday went twice at leaſt to church, fir, 
And never left the parſon or the ſermon in the lurch, fir; 
For they judg'd the ſabbath was for people to be good i in, 
And they thought it ſabbath-breaking if they din'd without 
| O the golden days, &c, 
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Then our great men were good, and our ' good men were 
great, fir, 45 

And the props of the nation were the pillars of the ſtate, fir; 

For the 22 ting and the ſubject he py ſupported; | 

And our powerful alliance by all powers then was courted, 


O the golden days, He. 


Thus renown'd as they liv'd all the days of their lives, fir, 
Bright examples of glory to thoſe who ſurvive, fir; 
May we their deſcendants purſue the ſame ways, fir, 
Phat King George, like Queen Be, may- have his golden 

Y3, fir: 2 

CHORVU 8, 

And may a longer reign of glory and ſucceſs, 
Make his name eclipſe the fame of good Queen Beſs. 
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LOVE Ss ON O, 
BY MR. SHELBURNE. 


Tune— Hark ! the Horn calls away. 
n 
N OW the lark hails the day, 


Come my love, come away, 
New beauties around now invite, 


* Ariſe to new ſcenes of delight. 


ITN A I R. 
At the peep of the dawn, 
Wbith the nymphs o'er the lawn, . 

Fach ſhepherd is blythſome and gay, 
3” Each ſnepherd, &c, 

:. '. Sweetly ſounds the love ſong, 

2 8 they tript it along, 

To gather the ſweets of the may; 
The —— of the ** 


/ The 


CE 
The lambkins are found 
All. ſkipping around, | 
And flowrets ſpring unto the view, 
And flowrets, &c. 9 
For mirth all are ripe, 
As the tabor and pipe 
Plays come away, come my dear, do, 
Plays come away, &c. 
B 


How charming | each grace, 
How blooms ev'ry face, | 
As gay to the plains they advance, 
＋ gay to the plains, &c. 
With a fond tender ſmile, 
Each care to beguile, 
They cheerfully join in the dance, 
They cheerfully, &c. 


Then haſte to my fight, 5 
To give me delight, | 
And eaſe the fond fears in my bak, 


And eaſe the fond fears, &c. 
My paflion approve, 
And like others, my love, 
Give blefſings alike, and be bleſt, 
Give bleſſings alike, &c. 


You alone fills my mind, 
Then Polly be kind, 3 
All others for you I diſdain, 
| Allj others, & . | 
My. truth you muſt own, 
When Hymen ſhall. crown, . 
So fond, and. ſo tender a ſwain, - , \ 
So fond; and fo tender a ſwain. 


NOTHING . 
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NOTHING LIKE GROG. 


aun BY MR. lonaxvor. 


A Plague of thoſe muſty old lubbere, 
Who tell us to faſt and to think, 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
Wich nothing but water to drink. 
A cann of good ſtuff, had twigg d it, 
Would have ſet them for pleaſure agog, 
And 'ſpite of the rules, 
Of the ſchools, the old fools 
Would have all of em ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea | 


Return'd with abundance of wealth, | 
Cry'd, Jack, never be ſuch a ninny : 


To drink—41ays I, father, your health. 
So I paſs'd round the ſtuff—ſoon he twigg'd it, 
And it ſet the old codger agog ; 
And he ſwigg'd and mother, 
And ſiſter and brother, ; 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us fwigg'd it, 7 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


One day when the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curiouſly flung, 
And, while he our dyty was teaching, ; 
As how we ſhould neyer get drunk. \ 
I tipt him the Ruff, and he twigg,d 5 
Which ſoon ſet his rev rence a 
And he ſwigg'd, and Nick Fries 'd, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Dick fwigg'd, 
And I ſwigg d, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
Aud ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


Then 
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Then truſt me there's nothing as drinking 
So pleaſant on this fide the grave ; 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 
And makes even valiant more brave. 
For me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good ſtuff has ſet me agog ; 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairly, 
I've conſtantly ſwigg'd it, 
And, d—me, there's nothing like grog. 
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F 
BY MR. CLEMENTS. 
Tune—Ev'ry mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſucs. 


HE lads and the laſſes with pleaſure abound, 
When their annual feſtival circles again; 
For mirth and good-humour is ſure to be found, 
With every nymph, and with every ſwain : 
All haſten with rapture the joys to partake, 
Which ever is found at a country wake. 


Then Molly and Dolly, and Richard and John, 
Put on their beſt ſuits, and are trudging away ; 
With Suſan and Roger, and William and Nan, 
All as happy and merry as birds are in May : 
With ſpeed they all haſten the joys to partake, 
Which always abound at a country wake. 


While muſic and dancing, and feaſting take place, 
The kiſs and the fiddle are heard ſtill by turns, 
For love brightens up in each nymph and ſwain's face, 
And ev'ry one with fond paſſion burus: 
The great ones their balls, and their routs might 
forſake, 
To enjoy the true mirth of a country wake. 


This 
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g This Song [written by Mr. O'Kzzrz] was juſt 
introduced in the Peruvian. 


SUNG BY MR. EDWIN. 


PNs, , ſhillings, pence, and farthings, I 
I have at my finger's end, 
And how to fell and how to buy, 
To borrow, or to lend; 
But this, tho? I ne'er when to ſchool, 
My pate has run upon, 
Addition be my golden rule, 
Ha ! Dot and carry one 


At loſs and gain a ſcholar good, 
Right early was I taught 

To gain of guineas all I cou'd, 
To loſe—the devil a groat ; 

For fractions and diviſions, when 
They practiſe ſword and gun, 

Subtract myſelf I will—and then 
Ha! Dot and carry one. 


But words no more I“II numerate, 
And thus the ſum total lies; 
Of war no more I'H ſing, or prate, 
Reduction P'll deſpiſe ; 
And, if cockade and rogniſh eye 
Has not my Suſan won; Eg 
If ſhe's refolved to multiply, | 
Ha ! Dot and carry one. * 
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My N AN 0 YL. 
M Y Naney quits the rural plain, - 
And kindly ſeeks her faithful ſwain ; 
Who, *midſt the = of war's alarms, 
His much-lov*d country calls to arms. 


of 


( 65 ) 


Of old, when heroes fally'd forth, 
To reſcue innocence and worth, 
The fair-one's image in the heart, 
Could vigour to their nerves impart. 


Then what ſuperior laurels, now, 
Muſt grace the happy ſoldier's brow ; 
Bleft with her prefence in the field, | 
To whom alone bis heart can yield ; 
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Txt LEAVES NOW SHIVER ON THE TREES. 
" BY MR. KING. 
Tune—The top:ſails hei vers in the wind. 


'T HE leaves now ſhiver on the trees, 
The wintry ſtorms appears, 
Around no proſpect now can pleaſe, 
For all is blank and drear ; 
Yet I muſt wander far away, | 
But till my heart with thee ſhall ſtay, 


By Fate decreed, awhile I leave, 
Yet ceaſe my abſence to bemoan ; 
Enough it is for me to grieve, 
Thou kindly hope for my return : 
For tho? I wander far away, 
My heart, my love, with thee ſhall ſtay. 


No other beauty ſhall deſtroy 
Thoſe vows, which I have made to thee ; 
Thou art alone my wiſh and joy, 
The world beſide is nought to me ; 
And tho? I wander far away. 
* heart, my love, with thee ſhall flay,''- of 
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The riſing hills — the diftant plains, 
Shall in a little time recede; 
With ſmiles I will o'er pay thy pains, 
And love to all its joys fucceed ; 
For tho' I wander'd far away, 
My heart with thee did conſtant ſtay. 
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SONG IN TE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 
SUNG BY MR+ EDWIN. 
UCH beauties in view, I 
Can never praiſe too high ; 
Not Pallas's blue eye 
Is brighter than thine, 
Not fount of Suſannah, 
Nor gold of fair Dana, | 
Nor moon of Diana, 
8a clearly can ſhine ! 
Nor beard of Silenus, 
Nor treſſes of Venus. 
I ſwear by Quæ Genus! 
With your's can compare; 
Not Hermes? Caduces, 
Nor flower-de-luces, 
Nor all the Nine Mufes, 
To me is ſo fair. 


CHORUS 
What poſies, 
And roſes, 
To noſes 
Diſcloſes 
Your breath all fo ſweet! 
To the tip 
Of your lip, 
As they trip, - 
The bees dip, 
Honey ip, 
Like choice flip, 
And their hybla forget. 


When 
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When girls like you paſs us, 
I faddle Pegaſus, 
And ride up Parnaſſus, 

To Helicon's ſtream : 
Even that is a puddle, 
Where other may muddle ; 
My noſe let me fuddle 

In bowls of your cream; 
Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May tipple bis Nectar, 

Of Gods the director, 

And thunder above : 
I'd quaff off a full can 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Jove the old bull can, 

To her that I love. 


What poffes, Se. 
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HOLERIC FATHERS. 
SUNG BY MR. EDWIN. 
* OUR Mountain, Sack, your Frontiniac, 
Tokay, and twenty more, ſir. 
Your Sherry, and Perry, which make men merry, 
Are Deities I adore, ſir, 

And well may Port 
Your praiſe extort. 


C HO R U 8. 
When from his palace forth he comes; 
And glucks and gurgles ! fumes and foames ! 
Old Rum, Arrack, and. Coniac, 
Are known for men of might, fir, 
Nor ſhall Sir Flaſket Florence lack 


A place among my knights, fir! 
Don Calcavalla 
Is a noble fellow! 
When from, Se. 
H 2 Madeira ! 
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Madeira! Monarch! him I ſing! 
And Old Hock! lo! another! 
Champagne is my Moſt Chriſtian King ! 
And Burgundy's his Brother; 
Bold Bordeaux ! too, 
Shall have his due! 
When from, Sc. 


If, ſingly; thus, each champion may 
So many laurels gather, 
Gods! what a glorious congreſs, they, 
When all are met together ! 
When, high in ſtate 
Each potentate 


Forth from, Ce. 
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MOSES ann ABRAM's BAD BARGAIN. 
Inſerted by particular de re. . 


N O doubt but you've heard of the famous Lord Croker, 
A very great man.and a very great joker, 

In the courſe. of my ditty you'll find it is true, 

As the ſtory is told by old Abrams the Jew. - 


Py cot it iſh oF vat I'm going to ſay, 


Aſh in Burlingtob-ſhtreet”I vas calling one tay, 
A ſhentleman's mervant, cried, hip! maiſter Jew ! 
I T have cot a cood N come Ather and view. 


80 I ſhay brother Moſes, as * vas wid me, 

Here iſh a cood bargain let us bote go and thee ; 
De ſhervant betongs to Lord Croker, I gueſs, . 
We'll ſheat him ſo fure as Cod ſhall us pleſs, 

So he ſhew?d ſome cloath dat vas Took very fine, 
And it vaſh in de room vere my Lord he vas dine. 

De bargain vaſh ſtruck, he went out to get ſhange, 
aan er Moſes and me ow; de whole houſe to apr th 
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Py cod we vas tinking to pack up de plate, 

Viſh we ſaw in great plenty, of fery great weight; 
When my Lord vas come in full of laughter and fun, 
Viſh finiſh dat buſineſs before iſh begun. 

Py Cod ſays my Lord, you are fery cood fellows, 
Vill you do me a favour, I prithee come tell us; 
Sho frighten'd vere vee, dat we ſhaid, dat we wood, 
(Vith a certain proviſo, viſh vas) if we cou'd. 


Tis only ſhays he, on them cloaths for to ſhit, 

Cood Cot we cry bote, we cannot do one bit ; 

But my Lord drew his ſhword, and ſho loudly did ſhwear, 
Dat Moſes vas ſhit, py Cot, quite out of fear, 

But when dat he found dat I could not ſhite too, 

He ſhwore J ſhould eat it wid out more ado; 

Sho I eat it all up, tiſh true what I tell ye, 

Or he would have run his ſhword, quite thro? my belly. 


His Lordſhip then kickt us bote out of door, 

And he call'd us bote ſhwindling ſons of a re; 
Our bargain vaſh loſt and our ſhange never got, 

So Moſes and I had a fery bad lot. | 

Then ALL ye Shew merchants that deal in old cloaths, 
Take care vat cood bargains ſome folks may propoſe, 
Or like Moſes and me, you may take bote our word, 
FO may have in To Oy" a ſhort or a turd, 


CEASE. MY POLLY, 
| Tune—Ceafe rade Boreas, 


r MR. CHAPMAN» 


CEASE dear Polly, ceaſe tb ſeold we, * 
Liſteri kindly Hſt to me, 
In my arms I will enfold ye, 


If a glaſs you'll take, Pye ſee: 


1 


Here's a bumper moſt inviting, 

Sweet as your lips, bright as your eyes; 
If like me you'd wine delight in, 

No more tumults wou'd ariſe. 


Hark! the bar bell it is ringing, 
Do not drown it with your noife :: 
Liſten while gay ſongs are ſinging, 
Such my Polly are our joys : 
While your tongues like mill-clack loud is, 
We a bumper have in hand ; 
III, on ſuch good wine beſtow d is, 
Who are not at mirth's command, 


But all ſuch who'er kind and loving, 
Shall with us each joy partake ; 
By your ſmiles, our bliſs ſtill proving, 
Never will we ſuch forſake : * 
To our arms, no one ſo pleaſing, 
Beauty every care can kill 
Then ye fair ones, don't be teazing, 
And you may do what you will. 


/ 


TAE LASS NAA Tus MILL. 
BY MR. GREEN. | 


Tune Forgive ye fair, nor take it wrong. | 


HE laſs I love is bright as day, 
As gentle as the dove, 

Her voice ſweet as the linnets lay, 

That warbles in the grove. 
Soon as the ſun begins to daun, 

And gild the eaſtern hill, 
With joy I trip it o'er. the lawn, . 

To meet her near the mill. 
There 


5 


There oft beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 
Her beauties I admire; | 
And while I view the lovely maid, 
Love warms with lambent fire: 
With modeſt grace ſhe hears my tale, 
Time can't my pafſion kill; 
And ſurely I ſhall never fail 
To meet het near the mill, 


When lambs are friſking on the plain, 
Or o'er the meadows ſtray, 
With ſmiles ſhe meets her conſtant ſwain, 
To hail ! the ſprightly May. 
Let others graſp their golden ſtore, 
Or titles if they will: 
Give me ye gods ! I aſk no more, 
The laſs beſide the mill. 


I DRINK AS LONG AS I CAN STAND; 


BY MR, CHAPMAN. 
Tune—V#/hile happy in my native Land, 


J Prink as.long as I can ſtand, 
For drinking I've a. charter; 
And when a bumper's in my hand, 
I énever give it quarter: _ 
Let others ſip their milk and tea, 
I care not what they do, fir ; 
A bottle or a bowl for me, 
With a pretty girl in view, fir, 


- 


'CHORU 5s. 


Each honeſt heart with me will join, 
A toaſt to friendſhip, love, and wine. 


1 

Tho? Fortune ! is a ſurly jade, 

And ſometimes won't befriend us; 
Of ſuch a jilt I'm not afraid, - 

For Bacchus he will lend us, 
A dozen ſure of white and red, 

As he's a hearty fellow, 
And I will pay him when I'm dead, 

Before I cannot tell, o! 

Each boneft heart, Qe. 


My pleaſures ſurely are divine, 
The ancient ſages ſhow it; 
> - 'The joys of friendſhip, love, and wine, 
| I don't care who may know it : 
| | Then let the brimmers circle round, 
| It. fill is my delight, fir; 
| If in thh day I'm Daher found, 
I will be gay at t night, fir, 


CHOR U S8. 


Fiͤỹch honeſt heart with me will join, 
. A toaſt to frendſhip, love, and wine. 


„ 2 eee eee 
E R L I A. 


gy AIN, thy hoptlefs paſſion ſmother, 
Perjur'd Celia loves another; 

In his arms I ſaw her lying, 
Panting, kiſſing, trembling, dying; 
There the fait deceiver ſwore, 

All .ſhe did to you before, 


Oh! faid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant creature leaves me, 
Ts Ifis* waters back ſhall fly, 
And leave their oozy charine's dry; 
Turn, ye waters, leave your wake,” . 
Perjur*d Celia loves no more, 


T RAE 


n * 


Tan HAPLESS LOVER. 
BY MR. SHELBURNE, 
Tune—The wandering ſailor. 


OW hapleſs is the lover's pain, 
Who fighs, alas! yet ſighs in vain ; 
His hopes, his wiſhes, all are gone, 
The maid, his wiſh, his hopes i is flown, 
His bliſs, his happ neſs is o'er, 
He fears he ne*er ſhall ſee her more. 


Once gayeſt of the rural throng, 

He charm'd her with his pipe and ſong ; 
When ſeated by the purling brook 

With tender, kind, - inſpiring look, 

Of her his heart he thought was ſure, 
Yet now deſpairs to ſee her more. 


Adieu the once-lov'd fields and groves, 
The warbling linnets, cooing doves ; 
Adieu the flowrets of the May, 
Their bloom to him no more is gay; 
His hopes, his happineſs is o'er, 
Fair Hebe he mit . no more. 


| SHAKESPEARE 8 GARLAND. 


LT. beauty with the ſun ariſe, 
To Shakke pea re tribute pay ; | 
With heaveiily ſmiles and ipeaking eyes, 
Give grace and luſtre to the Jay. 


Each ſmiles:ſhe.gives..prptets his name, 

"What face ſhall dare to frown ?. 
Not envy's ſelf can blaſt the fame 
Which beauty deigns.!to eon. i 
5 1 * A favourite 


( 94 2 


A fevourite SONG, ſung by Mr. Ebwix, in the Comic 


OrERA of FOUNTAINBLEAU. 


I N London my life is a ring of delight, 

In frolicks I keep up the day and the night; 

I ſnooze at Hummum till twelve, perhaps later 
I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter : 
Your honour, ſays he, and tips me a leg, 

He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg ; 
For tea in the morning's a ſlop I renounce, 

So down with a glaſs of the right cherry bounce. 


CHORU Ss. 


With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, flaſhing, ſmaſh- 


ing, ſmacking, cracking, rumbling, tumbling ; 


Laughing, quaffing, ſmoaking, joaking, wagering, ſtag- 
gering; 
80 thoughtleſs, ſo knowing, ſo green and fo mellow ; ; 
This, this, is the life-of a frolickſome fellow, 


M y phæt'n I mount, and, the plebs they all ſtare, 
I handle my reins, and my elbows I ſquare ; 
My ponies ſo plump, and as white as a lilly, 
Through Pall Mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly ; _ 
Till lofiing a wheel, egad down came I ſmack, 
So at Knightſbridge I throw myſclf into a hack ; 
At Tatterſall's fling a leg over my nag, 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs in a bag. 
With fevearing, &c, 


I roll round the garden, an call at the Roſe, 

And then at both Play-houſts pop in my noſe ; 

J lounge in the lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide, and 

ſwagger 

Talk loud, take my money, and out again ſtagger. 

I meet at the Shakeſpear a good-natur*'d ſoul, 

Then down to our club at St. James's I roll; 

The joys of the night ate a thouſand at play, 

And thus at * begin the next day. 

2's | - With wearing, Sc. 

Tux 


1 
AIRS, &. mm 4 LA DIN. 
r -K-:: Ve 


SUNG BY MR. DAVIS. 


E VERY clime and ev'ry land, 
Frozen region, burning ſand, 

Rugged mountain, roaring main, 

I have travers d, but in vain; 

Yet my necromantic art, 

In pleafing hopes ſtill chears my heart, 

„ Seek (it cries) here, ſage advice! 

„ Beneath yon field of floating ice 

« Supine, a huge ſea-monſter lies.“ 

From thy chryſtal couch ariſe ! 

Froth the ſurge and laſh the wave, 
Speak the truth as thou art bid ! 

The wonder-working Lamp I'd have, 
Tell me where this Lamp is hid. 


—_ Amman. — 


„— 66 


— 


By the ſame. 


TRIPLING perverſe! 
When thou'ſt to me the Lamp ſecur' d, 
| There for ever be immur'd! 
No more behold the light 


Of golden Phebus ; but in endleſs night 
Thy miſerable life conſume : 


This cayern prove thy manſion and thy tomb 


A— 


SUNG BY MRS. MARTYR. 


H mortal highly fayour'd do not fear, 
Thy heart is known and thy intentions pure. 
Welcome! None elſe cou'd enter here 
Here from ev'ry peril reſt ſecure. 
4 „ 12 AIR; 


(7) 
A I R 


SUNG BY MR. DAVIS. 


8 AD omens whiſper to my aching heart 
The fate's decree! 
Spite of my art, 


By potent Kaliel's aid, 
He'll gain the Lamp and hols maid, 

Oh, racking thought! the throes of burning jealouſy! 
Aye, let blue lightnings flaſh, terrific thunders roll, 
The hungry lion .roar, and raging tygers howl, | 
is peace unto the pangs that rend my tortur't! ſoul! 


* 


AIX. 
SUNG BY MRS. MARTYR, 


HOSE treaſures, Aladin, behold ! 
Thoſe filver ſtreams from fount of gold : 

That play in aromatic ſhowers, * 
With ſweets refreſhing ſweeteſt bowers. 

Yon lucid gems that hang thoſe glitt'ring walls 
'The amber pillar on its chryſtal baſe, 
The ruby goblet, adamantine vaſe, 

And all the- — ſplendour of theſe halls, 
Tho? brighter than the beaming ſtar, 
A virtuous act is brighter far. 


; * 


S8 O N G 
SUNG BY MR. DARLE T. 


O trade to work in clay began, 
Ere the firſt man was made; 
For out of clay was made this man, 


And thus _ our trade. 


I . 


. 


Then friends put round the foamiog mug, 
And take it with good will; 

Since man is but an earthen jug, 
This jug then let us fill. 


C HO R U 8. 


And how can he, (ye wiſe ones,) pray, 
Return to duſt, who wets his clay? 


In this the ſemmy Cheapſide Buck 
May take his orange ſhrub ; 

Or Fleer-ftreet Mifs, at Dog and Duck, 
May quaff her fyllabub : 

Or jovial Jack, that jolly dog, 
May treat his roſy wench ; 

And over this,. when fül'd with grog, 
Sing how he bang'd the French. 
And how can he, Ce 


See here a noble chriſtening bowl, 
But fill it to the brimg 
| So large, the baby (pretty ſoul) 
May like young Indian fwim : 
The Covent Garden fell at Jupps, 
In this may take his go--- 
For Aſhley's Punch-houſe, here are cups 


Pro bono Publico. 
And how can he, Cc 


And why abroad our money fling, 
IT o pleaſe our fickle fair? 
No more from China, China bring, 
Here's Engliſh China-ware. 
Then friends put round the foaming mug, 
And take it with good will; 
Since man is but an earthen jug, 
This j Jug then let us fill. 
And how can he, e. 
SONG. 


| 
4 0..N 0. 
SUNG BY MASTER SYMMONDS. 


HE lion from a dreadful end, 
Was by a mouſe ſet free: 
The lion thou, my generous friend, / 
The little mouſe is me. 
Unto the poor ſtill ſhew thy love, 
To-day is theirs to mourn : 
They may to-morrow grateful prove, 


And good for — return. 


8 O N G. 
SUNG BY. MR, BLANCHARD. 


H 0 wants a new carriage, or little, or big 8 
A chanc'lor's ſtate coach, or citizen's gig! 
For- nonteich and faſhion, fir, 1 am the maker ; 
My name is Tom Axle, my ſhop's in Long nere: 
-Þly lord and my lady may fit knee to knee, 
At each other yawn in my. glaſs vis-a-vis; 
At Op'ra their footmen, ſuch flaming ſine Jamn'd 8 
Amongſt poor folks that — they 1 flouriſh their flam- 


beaux. ; 
ow Fal, lal, la! 


*My poſt-chaiſe is the thing for an, amorous pajr 

That round Hampſtead trip for a mouthful of air, 
Should they find it too ſharp, why they may on occafion, 
Juſt draw up the blinds for mere . 

The Cit on a Saturday tir'd of his ſhop,. 

For villa at Hammerſmith harneſſes crop, 

Cries, ** Deary, we'll ſtay in the country till Monday. 


In the ſeat of the whiſky put dinner for Sunday.“ 
* lal, la 


Should 


ud 
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Should ma'am four in hand, wiſh her ponies to try, 


In phaeton I'll mount her up three ſtories high, 
In cockt-hat I ſee her, I'm ſure ſhe's a right one, 
I'll bett in four hours ſhe ſpanks it to Brighton. 


For chariot, the Doctor fteps out of his hack, 


His creſt is a duck, and his motto is * quack !” 
For cuſtomers all, I'm the pretty coachmaker, 
' My name is Tom Axle, my ſhop's in Long-acre. 


Fal, lal, la! 


. UH) UN UP) UP) UN) UH UN UP UN UN 


SONGS, Sc. 1X 1E PROPHET. 


use „ . 


A FAVOURITE AIR, 
SUNG BY MRS, MARTYR, 


HAVE you not ſeen an infant's prize, 
In vain it's ſnowy pinions beat; 
That dipp'd with gold and Tyr:an dyes, 
Are only guilty of its fate. 


CHO R: US$. 
With cruel kindneſs to her breaſt, 


The thoughtleſs nymph her captive preſſes ; 


That tortur'd ſtill, and till careſs'd, 
Breathes out its little life in kiſſes. 


Such is in faithful lines portray'd, 
The ſtory of the woes I prove; 

So wretched woman is betray'd 
By beauty, and undone by love. 


With cruel kindneſs, &c. 
AIR. 


% 


( 80 ) 
SUNG BY MRS. BILLINGTON. 


WW HAT : are the boaſted joys of love ? 
By danger won, by fear poſſeſt, 
There ſcarce is leiſure 1 in the breaſt, 
Its wiſh'd for ſtate to prove. 


How ſhort the hours of bliſs we know, 
By toil forerun, by terror preſt ! k 
The heart was never truly * 
That did not tremble 252 


By the ſame. 


D EAR native ſcenes, fair Seville 's towers, 
That rear your antique ſpires ſo high, 
Your awful groves and fragrant bowers 


Fond memory traces with reverted eye. 


And hope, of all that train remaining, 
Which once gay youth and pleaſure led, 
At every pauſe of my complaining, 
Points to your vales belov'd. — ſacred ſhade. 


SUNG BY MR. BANNISTER. 


HE God who form'd our wretched race, 
In pity clos'd the book of fate, 
Forbad with impious ſearch to trace, 
The ills—that all alike await. _ 


Ah wherefore burſt the friendly ſhade, 
Which ſhuts rhe future from our fight; 

And tear the veil, by mercy ſpread, 

To ſhicld us from a painful light! 


* * 


Full 


( 8x ) 
Full ſoon ſhall time, fo ſeeming flow, 


With noiſeleſs ſteps his courſe fulfil, 
And call to birth each deſtin'd woe, 


Each embrio grief, and ripen'd ill. 


— 


SUNG BY MR. JOHNSTONE. 


WEET innocence has charms to ſooth 
Each lawleſs thought, which love inſpires, 
And calms the fiery pulſe of youth, 
With meek devotion's pure defires ! 


To chaſten, and refine, ſhe knows, 
Tumultuous wiſhes, burning fighs ; 
And turns the breath of eager vows, 


To incenſe, and to facrifice ! 


— 


SUNG BY MRS. WEBB, 


12 be true to the man they admire, 
Is a virtue, all women alike have 
When pleaſure and duty conſpire, | 
Our conduct's as plain as a pike- ſtaff: 
But at once to deteſt, and be true too, 
Another to love, and reſiſt him, 
Is on wives too tyrannic a duty, 


To be pradtiſed by Turk, or by Chriſtian, 


—— — 


— 


| SUNG BY MR. BLANcAÄ vp. 
HEN I waſh a mighty little boy, = 
Heart cakes I made an peppermint __ ; 


W 


Wafers and ſweet chalk I uſed to cry, 
 "Allicawpain and nice lottipops, ” 


( 82 ) 


Nexſht I made rollers for de macs, 
To curl deir hair, twaſh very good; 


Rofin I painted tor ſhealing WAX, 
And forg'd upon't, © ell brand en vas houd.” - 


&« Slippers for Inns I next learnt to ſtitch, . 
„ Quickſilver balls I made, to make braſs buckles 
«« white, 
© Then a ſnug box I took very near Houndſditch, 
„And, oh! how I us'd to melt plate every night! 


© Of their commiſſions, officers I chouſe, 
« Tradeſmen I ſwindle of every dimenſions ; 
„I cheat every ſoul that comes to my houſe, 
% Parſons of their lividgs, widows of their penſions.” 


| Then to try my luck in the alley I went, 
| But of dat I ſoon grew tir'd or wiſer ; 


Moniſh I lent at fifty. per cent. 
And was I]. H. i in de Public Advertiſer. 


De next thing I did was a fpirited prank, 
Wich at a ſtroke my fortune made; 
For I happen'd to write like de caſfiiers of de bank, 


De did not know de difference, and de moniſh was paid. 


So having ſheated de gentiles as Moſes commanded, 
| I began to tremble at every gibbet I ſaw ;. 

> $0 I got on board a ſhip, and here I am landed, 
In ſpite of - judges, counſellors, attornies and law. 


UN UP Us UP 72 UP UP UP Us UP? UL Us UP? UP» APs UP UP? UP: UP? UN) AP) UN) 


AIRS, &«, in TE HIGHLAND REEL. 


AIR—SUNG BY MR. JOHNSTONE, 


1 AT: dawn I roſe with jocund glee 
For joyful was the day 
That cou'd this bleſſing give to me, 


Now joy is fled away—Jcnny ? ** 1 ä 
| or 


(-83 ) 


Nor flocks, nor herds, nor ſtores of gold, 
Nor houſe, nor home have I ; 
If beauty muſt be bought and ſold, 
Alas! I cannot buy—Jenny ! 


Yet I am rich, if thou art kind, 
So priz'd, a ſmile from thee ; 
True-love, alone, our hearts ſhall bind, 
Thou art-all the world to ö ! 


Sweet, 88 tho? patient, EY 
My lilly drops a tear ; 

Ah, raiſe thy drooping head, and ſeek 
Soft and comfort here — Jenny ! 


AFR—SUNG BY MISS, FONTENELLE., 
. Tune—The Boy with the white Cockcade, 1 


H O' I am now a very little lad, 
If fighting men cannot be had, 

For want of a better I may do, 
To follow the boys with a rat-tat-too ; 

may ſeem tender, yet I'm tough, 
And tho" not much of me, I'm right good ſtuff; 
Of this I'll boaſt, ſay more who can, 
I never was afraid to ſeg my man. 


G 


I'm a Chicka-biddy, ſee, 
Take me now, now, now, 
A merry little he | 
For your row-dow-dow ! = - 


Brown Beſs I'Il knock about, oh there” g 5 joy, 
* With my . at * like a roving 7. 


I Bd 9 In 


( ) 


In my tartan plaid, a young foidier view, 
My filebeg and dirk, and bonnet blue ; 
Give the word and I'll march where you command, 
Noble ſerje ant, with a ſhilling then firike my hand. 
My captain when he takes his glaſs, 
May like to toy with a pretty laſs, 
For ſuch a one I have a roguiſh eye, 
He'll ne'er want a girl when I am by, 
Dm a chicka-biddy, ſee, Sc. 


Tho? a barber has never yet mow'd my chin, 
With my great broad ſword T long to begin, 
Cut, flaſh, ram-dam, oh, glorious fun, . 
For a gun, pip-pop, change my little pop gun, 
The foes ſhall fly like geeſe in flocks, 
E'en Turks I'd drive like turkey-cocks ! 
Wherever quarter d I. fhall be, 
Oh, Zzounds ! how III kiſs my landlady. 
£m à chicka-biddy, fee, ©c, 


AFR—SUNG BY MR. JONNSTONEs. 
: | 
Tune — Aaggy Lander. 


O H! had 1 Aſlan Ramſay's art 
To fing my paſſions tender, 
In ev'ry verſe ſhe'd read my heart, 
Such ſoothing ftrains I'd ſend her. 
Nor his, nor gevtle Rizzio's aid, 
To ſhew, is all a folly, | 
How much I love the charming maid 


Sweet Jane of Grifipoly. : 


She makes me know what all defire 
With ſuch bewitching glances, 
Her modeſt air then checks my fire, 
And ſtops my bold advances. 


Meek 


( 85 ) 
Meek as the lamb on yonder lawn, 
Yet by her conquer d wholly, 


For ſometimes ſprightly as the fawn, 


Sweet Jane of Grifipoly. 
My ſenſes ſhe's bewilder'd quite, 


I ſeem an amorous ninny, 

A letter to a friend I write, 
For Sandy, I ſign Jenny, 

Laſt Sunday when from church I came, 
With looks demure and holy, 

I cry'd, when aſk'd the text to name, 
*T was Jane of Griſipoly. 


My Jenny is no fortune great, 
And Jam poor and lowly, 
A ſtraw for pow'r and grand eſtate, 
Her perſon I love ſolely, 
From ev'ry ſordid ſelfiſh view, 
So free my heart is wholly, 
And ſhe is kind as I am true, 
Sweet Jane of Gritipoly. 


— — — 


 SONG—SUNG BY MR. EDWIN. 


W HEN I've money I am merry, 
When I've none I'm very ſad, 
When l'm ſober J am civil, 
When I'm drunk I'm roaring mad. 


c HO R uVãSs. 


With my fal lal tidle tum, 
Likewiſe toodle teedle tum, 
Not forgetting tither- ii; 
And alſo folderoodle- um. 


* 
* 


q 
* 


When 


686 9 
When diſputing with a puppy. 
I convince him with a rap; 
And when romping with a girl, 


By — I tear a cap. 
With my fal lal, Cc. 


I'D 


Gadzooks ! I will never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and free, 
Yet I love a pretty girl, 
A pretty girl is fond of me. 
With my fal " See. 


There's a maiden in a corner, 
Round and ſound, and plump and fat, 
She and I drink tea together, 


But no matter, fir, for that. 
With my ful lal, Sc. 


If this maiden be with bairn, 
As I do ſuppoſe ſhe be, 
Like good pappy I muſt learn 


To dandle Jacky on my knee. 
| With my fal lal, Sc. 


— — 


SONG—SUNG BY MISS FONTENELLE., 


M Y father's houſe is clean and nice, 
My little garden paradiſe, 
My chamber deck'd with trinkums fine, 
The window ſpread with jeſſamine. 
I have a blackbird gay, 
Oh, he's a pretty fellow, 
He whiſtles ſweet and mellow, 
The live long day. oh 


„„ ih 22S 


My playful kid, for handſome pets I've many, 
My wanton, bounding, friſking Nanny. 
Next my fav'rite cow: 
vet I love none half ſo well 
As my Charley's gift, my dear Fidel, 
My little bow-bow ! | 
Haſte, gentle lover, now far you ! 
Papa, kid, dog, and chick adieu ! 


In town T'll be, my glaſs can tell, 
A monſtrous flaming married belle; 
The foremoſt in all gameſome bouts, 
At operas, plays, and balls and routs, 
All in my plumage fine: | 
Around me ſmarts ſhall flutter, 
About me what a clutter ! 
4 She's all divine!“ 5 
| They ling, nes e to pleaſe me how they 
caper ! 
Whilſt le challen ge, huff and vapout, 
As birds, all welcome here.to wooe ; 
For Charley? s ſake be gone cuckoo, 
T'll ne'er create my ſpouſy's ſhame, 
To ſinge my wings around. the flame. 


Vac 


23 


— 


— 


TuE NOSE ALL A WRX V. 


HRO GH life there's nothing forms ſuch a contraſt, 
As the different conceptions of charms in a laſs; 


Tho! there's beauty that's ſtriking in the blear eye, 
Yet Pm for the girl with her noſe all a? wry. 
| Her noſe, Ge . 
Of roving I'm weary, I've ſearch'd the wide town, 
And courted the fair, the black, and the brown; 
Yet none fix*d my fancy, nor a charm could I ipy, 
Like my Ag WR with her noſe all a'wry. 


1 Her noſes e. 
Her 


* 


* 
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Her lips are inviting, and ſeem for to ſay, | 
Come kiſs me, my dear, there no noſe in your way; | 
While croſs looks the git] that has got the blear eye, 
Tee ä | 


; Her noſe, Oc. 


- Her looks arv communding, ang. ch! what a grace, 
To view her long noſe bent cloſe to her face; 8 
There's no charm or accompliſhment ever can * 
With my delicate girl, with a noſe all a wry. 
| | Her noſes De. 
| "Then ceaſe you vain fooghers, no longer compare 
The blear of the eye to the noſe of my fair; 


But fill round the glaſs till-we drain the cann dry, 
And we'll toaſt the dear girl with her noſe all awry. : 
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103 MAKING LOVE TO DOLLY. 


rl We king bad given, a pail full, 
And the ſheep came bleating home ; 
N Doll who knew it would be healthful, 
. 5 Went a walking with. young Tom: 
Kh Hand- in hand, fir, - 
 O'er the land, fir, 
As they walked to and fro; a 
= Tom made jolly love to Dolly, 
But was anſwer” d, No, no, no, no, no, &c. 


*® Faith, ſays Tom, the time is fitting, | 
+ We ſhall neyer get the like; 
| Lou can never get from knitting, 
. Whilſt I'm digging in the dike ; 
Na we're gone to, 
And alone too, 
No one by to fee or know ; | 
Come, come, Dolly, prithee ſhall 12 
Still de anſwer d, No, no, no, no, no, &c. 
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Tie upon yon men, quoth Dolly. 


Could hardly bring out, No, no, no, no, no, &c. 


And began to grow ſo mellow, 
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In what ſnates you'd make us fall; 74 
You'll get a but the folly, | 
But I ſhall get the devil and all: 
Tom with ſobs, 
And ſome dry bobs, 
Cry'd, you're a fool to argue ſo; 
Come, come, Dolly, ſhall I ? fhall !? 
Still ſhe anſwer'd, No, no, no, no, no, &c. 


To the tavern then he took her, 
Wine to love's a friend confeſt ; 
By the hand he often ſhook her, 
And drank brimmers to the beſt, &c. 
Doll grew warm, 
And thought no harm: 
Till after a briſk pint or two, 
To what he faid the filly maid, 


She ſwore he was the prettieſt fellow 
In the country or the town, - 


On the couch he laid her down; 
Tom came to her, | 
For to wooe her, _ 
Thinking this the time to try: | 
Something paſt ſo kind at laſt, 
Her no was chang'd to I, I, I, I, I, &c. 


Cloſely then they join'd their faces, 
Lovers you know what I mean; 
Nor could - ſhe hinder his embraces, 
Love was now too far got in ; 
| Both now lying, 
Panting, dying, 
Calms ſucceed the ſtormy. j Joy, 
Tom wanld fain rene gain, 
And ſhe conſents with I, „I, I, &. 
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SENTIMENTS 


UR gracious waiter, and that hace confteliegan 
of female excellence, the miſtreſs of England, 
May the married lady preferve her good man, g 
e eee e e ee 


Impartial juſtice and no partial oppreſſion. 


May every day be happier than the laſ. 
Riches to the generous, and power to the 5 144 a 
Love without fear, and life without care. 

The woman we love, and the friend we dare truſt. 


„May our hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and be- 


nevolence. 


May our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt expreſſions. 
May we learn to be frugal before we are oblig'd to be ſo. 


Our country-—May it continue to be the land of liberty to 
the end of the world. 
May we have patience in adverſity, 
Life, love, and liberty. 
May the brow of the brave never want a wreath of laurel. 
All that love can give, or ſenſibility enjoy. 
Conſtancy in love, and fincerity in friendſhip 


- Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep it. 


Inclination to confer, and gratitude to remember favours, 
May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends, 


May all honeſt ſouls find a friend in need. 
Friends and favourites, and favourite-friends, _ - - 


